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REMARKS. 


Jobber  of 

“  To  ensure  success  on  the  stage,  you  must  write  as 
they  paint  the  scenes — ^in  great  splashes  of  black  and 
white.”  The  silent  awe  and  mournful  entrancement  that 
were  once  wont  to  enchain  an  audience  have  no  longer 
power  over  the  intelligent  porkers  of  Great  Britain  ;  even 
the  puling,  wishy-washy  flood  of  tea-table  sentimentality 
has  given  way  to  the  ecole  horrible;  and  the  still,  sad 
music  of  humanity  is  utterly  drowned  by  the  stage  car¬ 
penters,  with  hammers  obligati.  The  genius  of  Bartlemy 
Fair,  driven  from  her  ancient  haunts,  has,  with  ”  the 
Smithfield  Muses,”  taken  up  her  abode  in  temples  where 
tragedy  and  comedy  guard  the  entrance  of  the  one,  and 
Shakspeare  crowns  the  portico  of  the  other  1  Giantesses 
of  alarming  dimensions,  but  fortunately  in  a  state  of  do¬ 
mestication,  are  now  the  vogue  ;  and  Exeter  Change  ( non 
est  inventus !)  divides  its  monsters  between  Covent  Gar¬ 
den  and  Old  Drury. 

Tragedy — ^but  we  have  no  desire  to  be  droll : 

“  The  folks  with  admiration  stare, 

And  think  her  a  prodigious  bear !” 

An  elephant  at  a  coach-office  gravely  coming  to  have  his 
trunk  booked,  or  a  mermaid  over  a  fish-kettle  cooking  her 
own  tail,  are  not  more  grotesque.  Comedy  has  doffed  the 
sock  for  the  fool’s-cap  and  harlequin’s  jacket :  we  go  to 
the  theatre  not  to  see  a  play,  but  a  character  repre¬ 
sented. 

In  opera,  how  often  do  we  secretly  ejaculate,  ”  Stop 
that  terrible  big  drum  1  silence  that  braying  bassoon!” — 
In  vain  do  we  implore  :  the  band  are  enjoying  their  old 
game  of my  leader!  The  sheepskin  is  victorious  ! — 
Lots  of  warlike  uproar,  vivid  instrumental  strife  1 — How 
the  leader  flourishes  through  it ! — The  broadsword  exercise 
is  nothing  to  the  exercise  of  his  baton  and  right  arm  1 — 
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remarks. 
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Yet  the  critics  applaud — “  Bravo  1  bravissimo  !” — critics 
that  will  never  singe  the  flowing  locks  of  Old  Father 
Thames. 

We  come  not  under  the  anathema  of  Shakspeare :  we 
are  to  be  moved  by  a  concord  of  sweet  sounds ;  but  not 
such  as  remind  us  (when  taking  an  interesting  view  over 
an  acre  of  tiles)  of  the  diabolical  courtship  of  cats,  and 
amorous  bickering  of  pigeons  1 

“  Ten  pewterers,  with  platters  empty, 

Tinkers  hammering,  four  and  twenty ; 

Then  a  medley  of  fowls. 

Fifteen  peacocks,  nineteen  owls  j 
Next,  a  set  of  trencher  scrapers. 

That  will  make  your  teeth  cut  capers,  ' 

Snuffle  of  fanatic  ravers. 

Whirlwinds  cut  in  semi-quavers, —  • 

This  is  music  tit  for  them 
Who  true  Harmony  contemn.*' 

Thank  Heaven  1  we  have  to  announce  the  resurrection 
of  the  Prince  of  Harmony,  after  he  had  been  cruelly  mur¬ 
dered  by  our  London  diumals  ! 

The  people  said  that  Braham's  dead,  or  dying  of  the  cholera. 

When  he  was  all  alive  and  well,  and  singing— Tol  de  lolera  1 

Our  only  refuge  is  in  farce  and  melodrame,  for  which 
the  talents  of  modem  playwrights  and  players  (it  will  too 
much  expose  om-  poverty  to  prove  the  exception)  are  pecu¬ 
liarly  adapted.  The  daring  exploits  of  Schinderhanues 
furnish  an  excellent  subject  for  the  latter. 

This  far-famed  robber  of  the  Rhine  and  the  Rhino,  was 
born  at  Nastaetten,  in  the  year  1779.  At  an  early  age  he 
discovered  his  “  ruling  passion 

He  as  prigs  what  isn’t  his’n. 

When  he’s  cotch’d  he  goes  to  prison  ! 

A  public  whipping  graced  his  first  entrance  into  public  life. 
This  flagellation  determined  his  fate  :  he  joined  a  party  of 
enlightened  liberals,  whom  the  French  Revolution  had 
taught  the  convenient  doctrine  of  a  community  of  goods  ; 
and,  becoming  the  chief  of  a  lawless  band,  rendered  his 
name  terrible  to  the  surrounding  country. 

But  there  was  one  for  whom  the  name  of  Schinderhannes 
had  no  terrors  :  Miss  Julia  Blasius,  or  Blazes,  a  beautiful 
peasant  girl,  absolutely  fell  in  love  with  him,  followed  his 
fortunes,  and  soothed  his  ferocious  spirit  with  her  soft 
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blandishments,  after  a  hard  day’s  work  of  robbery  and 
murder. 

After  having  broken  prison  as  many  times  as  the  immor¬ 
tal  Jack  Shepherd,  he  was  finally  captured  and  conveyed  to 
Mainz  for  trial  by  the  French  authorities.  We  may  infer 
that  some  redeeming  quaUties  distinguished  this  bandit 
chief ;  for  the  men  beheld  him  with  romantic  enthusiasm, 
and  the  women  wept  at  his  untimely  fate.  Ilis  guilt  was 
fully  established,  and  judgment  pronounced.  His  gentle 
Julia  was  sentenced  to  two  years  imprisonment;  his  lather 
was  indulged  with  twenty-two  years’  rest  from  his  labours 
ill  fetters ;  and  himself,  with  nineteen  of  his  brother  free¬ 
booters,  were  guillotined  in  twenty-two  minutes.  Sliarp 
work  for  the  eyes  1 — But  the  executioner  was  a  Frenchman, 
and  the  revolution  (practice  makes  perfect  1)  had  taught 
him  proficiency  in  his  art. 

Mr.  Almar  has  softened  the  ferocity  of  his  hero,  and 
mitigated  the  chiaro  scuro  of  Peter  the  Black  by  some  gra¬ 
tuitous  lights  of  humanity.  He  has  introduced  two  comic 
chai'acters — Sir  Guy  man  Guilin  and  his  squire,  a  minor 
Don  Quixote  and  Sancho,  with  good  eflect ;  and  in  his 
first  scene  (the  Inn  of  the  Good  Woman  sign,  a  woman 
without  a  head!)  has  slyly  enough  played  the  satirist. — 
“  Ten  measures  of  garrulity,”  says  the  Talmud,  ”  went 
down  upon  earth,  and  the  women  took  nine.” 

^  D. - G. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

■  The  Conductors  of  this  Work  print  no  Plays  but  those  which  llicy 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  personal  ob¬ 
servations,  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

11.  means  Right-,  L.  Left;  C.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre; 
L.  C.  Left  of  Centre;  D.  F.  Door  in  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running  across 
the  back  of  the  Stage;  C.D.F.  Centre  Door  in  the  Flat;  R.  Jl.  F. 
Right  Door  in  the  Flat;  L.  D.  F.  Left  Door  in  the  Flat;  R.  1).  Right 
Door;  h.D.  Left  Door ;  S.E.  Second  Entrance;  U.  E.  Upper  En¬ 
trance. 

V  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience. 


©ast  of  ©fjaracters, 

A  performed  at  Sadler's  Wells  Theatre,  April,  1833. 


Schinderhannes  (the  Robber  of  the  Rhine)  - 
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Count  Aymeric  Bremen  {Colonel  ofPandours) 
Frederick  Stralenheim  {his  Aid-de-camp) 

PAiten'o  }  Brothers  of  the  Convent)  { 

M  ft  “S  }  0/  Brothcrt^i)  { 

Sh  Guyman  Guffin  {a  Yorkshire  Youth,  inl 
quest  of  romantic  adventures,  and  of  real  > 
robbers)  -  -  *  -  "J 

Mr.  Jacob  Joskins  {his  Attendant)  • 


Mr.  Cobhain. 

Mr.  Campbell. 

Mr.  Mortimer. 

Mr.  Wilson. 

Mr.  C.  J.  Smith. 

Mr.  Webb. 

Mr.  Goldsmith. 

Mr.  Dunn. 

Mr.  W.  H.  Williams. 
Mr.  R.  Honner. 


Liese  {the  young  Landlady  of  ''The  ^ 

Woman  without  a  Head")  -  -  .  j- miss  ureener. 

The  Hag  of  the  Tomb  -  -  .  -  •  Mrs.  Wingrove. 


CTostume. 


SCHINDERHANNES.-— Brown  tab  jacket,  trimmed  with  red  — 
red  leggings— buff  hat,  with  red  feather — belt,  sword,  and  pistols— 
boots  and  spurs. 

PETER  THE  BLACK. — Black  shirt,  and  flesh  leggings. 

COUNT  AYMERIC  BREMEN.— Pandour  blue  huzzar  uniform, 
trimmed  with  silver— pelisse  and  white  pantaloons — Hessian  boots- 
white  falling  plume— black  cap,  with  silver  furniture. 

FREDERICK  STRALENHEIM. — Pandour  uniform,  similar  to 
Bremen’s,  but  plainer. 

ANSELMO. — A  friar’s  gray  frock,  &c. 

PHILARIO.— Ditto. 

MONK  MATl'HEW.— A  friar’s  black  frock,  &c. 

MONK  IGNATIUS.— Ditto. 

SIR  GUYMAN  GUFFIN. — Red  jacket— preposterous  high  hat 
and  feather— immense  boots  and  spurs— long  sword. 

JACOB  JOSKINS.  —  Brown  tab  jacket— white  hat— large  jack- 
boots. 

LIESE.  —  Blue  boddice— red  petticoat— peasant’s  ornamented 
apron — straw  bonnet. 

THE  HAG  OF  THE  TOMB.— Brown  vest,  with  black  drapery. 


THE  ROBBER  OF  THE  RHINE. 


ACT  1. 

SCENE  1.  — The  Good  Woman  Inn,  l,  s.  b.  v)ith  a  sign 
over  the  door  of  a  woman  without  a  head,  in  the  middle 
ground  flows  the  Rhine — beyond  the  hanks,  stretching  up 
the  heights  and  crowning  the  steeps  is  seen  the  Convent  of 
the  Black  Penitents,  or  the  Black  Brotherhood — a  pro¬ 
cession  OF  Monks,  descending  the  craigs  from  the 
convent,  singing  a  hymn.  Sir  Guyman  Guffin,  and 
Mr.  Jacob  Joskins,  his  Yorkshire  attendant,  discover¬ 
ed  smoking  their  pipes,  upon  a  bench  under  the  Inn 
window — Peter  the  Black,  leaning  on  his  staff  gazing 
at  the  procession  of  monks,  on  their  way  to  the  tonib 
of  St.  Bruno,  Liese,  busy  about  some  household  oc¬ 
cupation,  c. 


Distant  Chorus  of  Monks. 

Toll  out,  toll  out  our  convent  bell 
As  vve  wend  our  way  to  St.  Bruno’s  cell. 

Sir  G.  I  say,  my  little  landlady  what  men  in  black  are 
these  ? 

Liese.  The  monks  of  the  black  Brotherhood,  good  mas¬ 
ter,  if  you  please. 

Sir  G.  And  who  is  tUat  tnan  with  the  staff  there  ?  that 
malicious  looking  elf?  \ Pointing  to  Peter. 

Jacob.  [Going  to  him']  Measter  wishes  of  I — who  you  be  ? 
Peter.  I  am — myself! 

Enter  Monks  crossing  from  r.  to  l.  with  the  banner  of  the 
host — chaunting  a  hymn  in  slow  chorus. 

Monks.  Burst  from  thy  cloud 

Thou  shining  sun 

And  mark  our  devoirs  to  St.  Bruno  done ; 

Or  mantle  thy  face  from  the  Rhine’s  blue  tide. 

For  this  is  the  day  our  St.  Bruno  died. 

Sir  G  And  the  reason  you  open  yonr  mouths  so  wide. 
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Liese. 

Hush,  lUr  they  raise 

The  banner  0/  the  host ! 

Sir  G. 

I’m  as  mute  as  a  mopstick, 

Jacob. 

I’m  as  dumb  as  a  post. 

GRAND  CHORUS. 

Monks. 

Sad  misereres — turn  to  joy — 

I.ACT  I. 


*  Kj  !/•  JiJ  A  U.11U  W  C  l/i  i*0  Lj 

Our  hones  are  as  bright  as  the  steel  that  slays, 

May  they  never  rust. 

[Exeunt  Procession. 

Sir  G.  And  so  those  are  the  black  Brotherhood— 

Liese.  Yes,  the  black  brotherhood  of  St.  Bruno 

Sir  G.  And  how  do  they  live  ? 

Liese.  Oh,  they  live  well. 

Sir  G.^  I  daresay  they  do,  the  clergy  of  all  countries  take 
es^cial  good  care  to  do  that — how  prudent ! 

Peter.  Are  you  shortsighted  ? 

Sir  G.  No !  how  inquisitive  !  but  why  ? 

Peter.  Because  most  fools  are. 

Sir  G.  How  impudent ! — ^but  I  am  lynx  eyed,  both  long 
and  shortsighted — I  can  see  a  rogue  a  mile  off,  that’s  what 
I  call  being  longsighted— and  I  can  see  a  rogue  at  my  elbow, 
for  I  can  see  you,  and  that  is  what  I  call  being  shortsighted 
—how  ocular ! 

Peter.  I  am  honest— that  is,  I  once  was  honest  and 
worked  hard  at  the  mill. 

Sir  G.  Ah!  the  Tread  Mill — how  industrious  ! 

Peter.  When  I  said  what  I  said,  I  meant  to  convey  to 
you,  the  convent  of  the  brotherhood  stands  yonder  upon  a 
rock. 

/S' ir  G.  Oh  1  all  that  you  meant  to  convey  to  me,  when 
you  called  me  a  great  fool,  did  you?  How  roundabout!  So 
it  stands  upon  the  top  of  a  rock,  does  it  ? 

Liese.  [Pointing  to  it. ^  Yes,  yonder. 

Sir  G.  Eh— so  it  does — how  romantic  ! — here’s  vour 
health,  my  friend—  here’s  to  you,  Mr.— Mr.  what’s  vour 
name  ?  ^ 

Peter. 

Sir  G. 

— how  dirty ! 

Peter.  And  now  you  know  who  I  am,  pray  tell  me  who 


Mr.  Peter  the  black. 

Peter  the  black!— v/hy  don’t  you  wash  yourself? 


are  you  ? 
Liese. 
Sir  G. 
want? 
JUese. 
Peter. 


Ah  we  should  like  to  know  who  you  are. 

Eh!  who  lam?  why  I  came  here  ?  and  what  I 

Exactly — now  for  it. 

Aye — now  for  it — 
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Sir  O.  Why  then  I  am  Sir  Guyman  Guffin,  by  trade  a 
banner  knight — I  came  here  because  1  like  it — and  what  I 
want  is  nothing  to  nobody. 

Lisse,  The  Guffin  family — a  most  extensive  family — is  it 
not? 

Sir  G.  Oh  dreadfully !  some  have  been  Lord  Mayors, 
some  have  been  bishops,  and  some  actually  have  been  kings 
— In  fact,  we  are  scattered  all  over  the  world  like  Scotch¬ 
men. 

Liese.  But  now  individually — yourself? 

Sir  G.  Oh  I  individually — myself— I  travel  to  pick  up 
romantic  adventure — and  take  grim  danger  by  the  beard, 
like  a  Nero— for  I  am  afraid  of  nothing— can  snuff  a  candle 
between  my  finger  and  thumb  without  flinching — never 
knew  what  fear  was  in  all  my  life,  and  once  when  1  was  at 
school,  I  threshed  my  master  with  his  own  cane  to  show  my 
contempt  of  tyranny  and  oppression — how  heroic ! 

Liese.  But  why  do  you  wear  that  ugly  little  Iron  Pot 
upon  your  head  ? 

Sir  G.  Because  I’m  a  kind  of  knight  errant — a  protec¬ 
tor  of  Orphans  and  a  deliverer  of  damsels  in  distress. 

Liese.  But  where  is  the  rest  of  your  armour  ? 

Sir  G.  Oh!  hang  the  armour,  I  was  forced  to  cut  that 
for  this  bit  of  Duffle. — In  the  summer  it  was  a  great  deal  too 
warm  for  me — and  in  the  winter  it  was  a  great  deal  too  cold 
— by  the  lance  and  shadow  of  Don  Quixote  de  la  Manca,  if 
I  had  not  parted  with  my  armour,  I  should  very  soon 
not  have  a  leg  to  stand  upon. 

Liese.  But  in  all  this,  what  is  your  object  ? 

Sir  G.  Fun — mischief  and  fiin — has  been  my  motto  all 
j  my  life — and  I  realN  think  if  I  was  out  of  a  scrape  six 
mouths  in  the  year,  I  should  be  a  dead  man  before  the  other 
j  six  were  over. 

Peter.  But  the  other  gentleman— 

Sir  G,  Oh !  my  friend  and  follower ;  this  gentleman  is 
Mr.  Jacob  Joskins,  [Apart  to  Jacob.']  make  a  bow,  Jacob, 
I  took  him  from  the  plough  tail  and  brought  him  into  Ger- 
j  many — he  has  the  courage  of  a  lion  with  the  brains  of  an 

I  ass — says  little  and  eats  much — but  he  is  as  like  myself  as 

i  one  pea  is  to  another,  easy  as  an  old  shoe  in  the  hour  of 
,  danger,  and  very  fond  oi  romantic  adventures — arn’t  you, 

,  Jacob? 

Jacob.  Very — 

Sir  G.  Come,  behave  handsome,  and  tell  me  of  some 
!  dangerous  situation  I  might  stand  in — 

Liese.  Stand  upon  the  top  of  the  steeple— and  tumble 
down  to  tho  bottom  of  it. 

Sir  G.  No — that  will  be  standing  too  much — and  I  must 
i  be  top  heavy  before  1  try  it— no,  no— couldn’t  you  tell  me 
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where  we  could  fall  in  with  a  gang  of  real  robbers  that  we 
might  quarrel  and  fall  out  witii  ? 

Peter.  Nothing  so  easy  could  you  have  hit  upon — 

Sir  G.  {Interrupting  him.'\  Ah,  but  I  don’t  mean  any 
of  your  Newgate  Calendar  chaps  1  such  as  Mr.  Jonathan 
Wild — or  Mr.  Richard  Turpin — or  Mr.  John  Sheppard — 
oh  !  no,  give  me  the  Circulating  Library  fellows — tne  Mrs. 
Radclyffe  and  Anne  of  Swansea  heroes — the  Rinaldo-Rinal- 
dine  Robbers — with  mustachios  under  their  noses,  three 
inches  in  breadth — and  daggers  four  feet  long — and  with 
cloaks  as  big  as  carpets — strange  fellows  who  come  up  trap 
doors — and  go  down  to  the  devil — who  live  in  caves — and 
shut  up  and  feed  the  Ladies  Isabellas  and  Lavinias,  upon 
bread  and  water  through  the  iron  bars  of  a  dungeon  grate ; 
ah  !  those  are  the  very  romantic  chaps — an’t  they,  J acob  ? 

Jacob.  Oh  yes — very. 

Peter.  Aye — such  as  the  band  of  Schinderhannes,  the 
robber  of  the  Rhine. 

Sir  G.  Schinderdam !  the  robber  of  the  Rhine  !  Why 
you  do  not  mean  to  say  there  is  such  a  person  as  this  Mr. 
Schinderdams. 

Liese.  But  there  is  though !  not  long  ago  he  set  fire  to 
the  village  of  Sluyenvelt,  and  put  both  men  and  women  to 
the  sword. 

Sir  G.  Did  he  indeed  ? 

Both.  Indeed  he  did. 

Sir  G.  Magnanimous  robber  !  heroic  youth !  you  are 
certain  there  is  such  a  man  ? 

Liese.  Oh  quite — that  there  is  such  a  monster. 

Sir  G.  Hurrah  !  God  bless  him !  I’ve  hit  upon  a  real 
robber  after  all — come !  this  is  a  very  romantic  adventure, 
an’t  it,  Jacob  ? 

Jacob.  Very.  [Drum  and  fife  without. 

Sir  G.  What’s  that? 

Liese.  The  drum  and  fife  of  the  military  sent  to  appre¬ 
hend  Schinderhannes  the  robber. 

Sir  G.  But,  the  soldiery  have  no  occasion  to  give  them¬ 
selves  any  trouble  about  this  matter,  I  shall  apprehend 
Schinderdams  myself. 

Liese.  You  had  better  try  to  catch  cock  robins.  I’ll  run 
in  doors  and  get  you  a  little  salt  to  put  upon  their  tails. 

Peter.  Ah — young  man,  you  had  better  try  to  catch 
chaffinches — 

Sir  G.  And  you  had  better  keep  your  chaff  to  yourscl*’ 
Jacob,  give  me  my  pistols,  and  put  new  flints  into  them. 

Liese.  Aye,  do. 

[Exit  Liese  into  the  inn  l.  e.  unseen  by  Sir  Guv 

Sir  G.  I  will. 

Peter.  And  mind  they  don’t  miss  fire  in  the  hour  of  need. 

[Exit  Peter  l.  unseen  by  Sir  Guy. 
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Sir  G.  To  make  all  sure,  I’ll  tap  them  with  my  guu  flint. 

Enter  Thb  Hag  of  the  Tomb,  c.  f. 

Hag.  You  had  better — 

Sir  G.  [Turning  suddenly  round.']  Why! 

Hag.  Because  death  will  tap  not  yet  at  the  door  of 
Schinderhannes.  [Disappears. 

Sir  G.  But  I  say,  old  lady — bless  me ! — she’s  gone ! 
well,  I  say,  young  lady —  [Turning  to  where  Liese  stood.] 
why  she’s  gone !  well  then,  I  say,  Mr.  Peter  the  Black, 
[Turning]  bless  me,  why,  he’s  gone !  come  this  is  a  very 
romantic  adventure,  an’tit,  Jacob? 

Jacob.  Very! 

Anselmo.  [Jvithout^  r.]  True,  brother — true. 

Philario  VWithout.  r.]  Yes,  brother — yes. 

Sir  G.  [Looking ffOy  R.l  Oh — here  come  two  of  the 
Black  Brotherhood ;  I  should  like  to  see  the  inside  of  their 
convent,  wouldn’t  you,  Jabob? 

Jacob.  Oh  very ! 

Sir  G,  How  architectural!  they  come — how  clerical! 

Enter  Anselmo  and  Philario,  r.  s.v.  followed  by  Liese. 

Ans.  The  hampers  of  wine,  for  the  sick  of  our  convent, 
are  quite  ready,  you  say  ? 

Liese.  Quite. 

Ans.  We  will  go  in  for  a  moment  to  refresh  ourselves, 
and  then  return  and  load  our  mule  that  grazes,  as  you 
see,  under  the  ledge  of  yonder  rock. 

Liese.  They  shall  be  at  hand. 

Ans.  For  the  present,  benedicite — thou  pretty  one. 

Liese,  Benedicite. 

[Exeunt  monks  into  the  Inn,  l.  s.  e. 

Sir  G.  [Coming forward.]  I  say,  Miss  Pots — 

Idese.  (^.  c.)  Well,  what  do  you  say,  Mr.  Guffin  ? 

Sir  G.  Who  was  that  romantic  old  woman  that  burst  in 
all  at  once  upon  us,  with  a  short  speech,  and  left  us  with  a 
long  stride 

Liese.  That  is  the  celebrated  Hag  of  the  Tomb;  who 
lives  in  the  deserted  mausoleum  of  the  Altenburg  family ; 
men  say  she  is  a  sorceress. 

Sir  G.  She  is  very  saucy,  an’tshe,  Jacob? 

Jacob.  ^.)  Very! 

Sir  G.  But  about  the  convent  upon  the  rock  there  ; 
Jacob  and  I  want  to  get  into  it,  and  see  the  relics,  and 
the  marble  monuments,  and  all  that. 

Liese.  Indeed,  you  shan’t! 

Sir  G.  And  why  not,  why  ? 

Liese.  Because  nobody  that  ever  entered  the  gates  of  that 
convent,  ever  returned  from  it. 
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Sir  O.  How  mysterious!  but  what  became  of  them 
then,  do  you  think? 

Liese.  Why,  struck  with  the  holiness  of  the  place,  they 
became  monks  themselves. 

Sir  G.  Oh  !  I’ll  be  a  monk  !  I’ll  pt  my  head  shaved, 
and  confess  every  body ;  Jacob,  we  shall  make  a  couple  of 
very  good  monks — shan’t  we,  Jacob? 

Jacob.  V ery ! 

Liese.  No — no,  go,  you  do  not — 

Sir  G.  If  I  do  not,  may  I  be  d - d! — how  pious  ! 

Liese.  I  should  be  sorry  to  lose  you,  because  you  are 
such  a  pretty  man. 

Sir  G.  How  correct ! 

Liese.  Oh !  if  you  return  not,  I  shall  cry  my  eyes  out. 

Sir  G.  Oh,  never  fear  for  me,  Providence  ever  watches 
over — the  votaries  of  virtue. 

Liese.  Then  you  are  not  afraid — If  I  could  point  out  a 
way. 

Sir  G.  \With  indignation.']  Afraid !  am  not  I  a  Guffin  ? 

Liese.  But  it  must  be  secretly  done,  no  one  can  get  in 
but  by  stratagem  ;  and  I  think  I  have  thought  of  a  way  in 
which  it  might  be  cleverly  managed — do  you  see  those  two 
hampers  ? 

Sir  G.  I  do. 

Liese.  You  must  both  get  into  them,  the  monks  will 
suppose  they  contain  wine,  and  on  their  mule  will  conduct 
you  to  their  convent,  and  then  into  their  cellar. 

Sir  G.  Ah — ^like  bottled  brown  stout,  how  Barclay  and 
Parkenified  ! 

Liese.  Hush  !  I  hear  them  coming,  dare  you  venture  ? 

Sir  G.  We  are  your  men,  stop  till  we  put  on  our  night¬ 
caps,  Jacob,  put  on  yours,  there  is  plenty  of  straw  in  the 
omnibuses,  and  we  may  as  well  ride  easy. 

\They  put  on  their  night  caps. 

Liese  Quick !  In,  in — for  they  come. 

Sir  G.  Why,  then  we  will  go^^Getting  into  hamper.] 
hollo — how  the  straw  tickles  my  legs,  come — this  is  a  very 
romantic  adventure — an’t  it,  Jacob  ? 

Jacob.  [Getting  in.]  Very  I  [They  close  the  hampers. 

Enter  Anselmo  and  Philario,  r.  p.  e. 

Ans.  Are  these  the  hampers — you  spoke  of,  maiden  ? 

Liese.  Yes. 

Ans.  [Trying  to  raise  the  hamper.]  They  feel  heavy* 
the  devil  seems  in  this,  for  I  cannot  move  it. 

Phil.  [Trying  the  other.]  And  the  devil  a  bit  can  I 
move  this. 

Liese..  Why,  there  is  a  little  spirit  there. 

Ans.  There  seems  a  good  deal. 

Liese.  Perhaps  there  is. 
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Ans,  But  here  come  some  of  our  brotherhood,  we  will 
beckon  them  and  they  shall  help  us,  come — brother,  come. 

Anselmo  and  Philario  are  beckoning  on  the  monks, 

Liese  opens  the  hampers  slightly,  and  as  Sir  Guy  and 

Jacob  raise  up  their  heads,  she  hastily  shoves  them  down 

again. 

Concerted  Music. 

Liese.  \^To  Sir  G.  and  Jacob.']  Be  cautious!  quiet!  lie 
still — be  snug  ! 

Sir  G.  As  cautious  as  an  old  poacher,  and  as  quiet  as  a 
dead  partridge. 

Re-Enter  Monks,  r,  s.  e.  singing, 

Ans.  and  Phil.  \^Advancing.]  We  hope,  we  trust,  that 
good  is  this  wine. 

Liese.  Of  a  rare  old  vintage,  and  excessive  fine  ! 

XIonks.  ^rawing  off  the  hampers.]  Good  wine  is  good, 

Liese.  But  not  its  abuse. 

Monks.  But  this  is  for  the  sick. 

And  St.  Bruno’s  use.  \^Exeunt  r 

SCENE  II. — An  Encampment  of  Pandours. 

Enter  Count  Aymeric  Bremen,  attended  by  his  Aid-de' 
camp,  Frederick  Stralenheim. 

Aym.  (c.)  The  lair  of  the  robber  Schinderhannes,  is  still 
then,  undiscovered? 

Fre.  (l,  c.)  But  it  must  be  near,  by  the  robberies  com¬ 
mitted  in  the  teeth  of  our  very  outposts. 

Aym.  We  dally  time,  and  I  have  sworn  to  the  good 
Margrave,  our  master,  to  return  not  without  the  head  of 
Schinderhannes,  I  have  been  noted  much  for  keeping  my 
word,  and  I  will  not  break  it  now ;  have  you  apprehended 
no  one,  not  even  on  suspicion  ? 

Fre.  Why  yes,  my  lord,  we  have  upon  suspicion — a 
sturdy  mendicant  who  looks  as^if  he  gained  his  bread  by 
any  means  than  asking  alms  of  saying  prayers. 

Aym.  Let  him  come  in  {Frederick  bows  and  exit,  l.]  last 
night  my  pillow  was  dream  haunted  !  curse  on  the  misty 
shadows  of  my  sleep,  that  soil  my  spirit’s  glory — and  slack¬ 
en  my  bold  nerves  for  the  deeds  of  hell  I  do  I  fool — empty 
fool !  is  it  fit  for  thee  to  pause — thou  man  shaped  casket  to 
a  demon  soul — thou  who  hast  made  thy  conscience  like  a 
stone — and  cast  away  thy  hope  of  an  hereafter  to  be  a  some¬ 
thing  more  than  nature  seemed  to  will — is  it  fit,  again  I 
ask,  for  thee— to  be  frighted  'a  thy  sleep — and  pine  and 
whine  like  puling  maiden,  btfcause  the  night  mare  sat  on 
her  gentle  bosom — ere  rose  t^e  gilded  sun — s'death,  no, 
no  I  while  Aymeric  Bremen  lives,  he  will  be  Aymeric — 
ambition  and  myself  will  hug  each  other  close,  and  close 
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put  palm  to  palm, — let  me  review  my  crimes,  as  Lucifer 
looked  on  his  host  of  sin — my  father  slain — my  brother  ba¬ 
nished  by  mine  aspic  tongue,  no  more — the  catalogue  grows 
redder  as  I  read,  but  I  said  I  would  be  great,  and  am  I  not 
80  ? — aye — and  baron  of  Bremen — 

Enter  Peter  the  Black,  l. 

Aym.  Well,  Sirrah — 

Peter.  Well! 

Aym.  Know  you  where  you  are  ? 

Peter.  Yes  1  here  I  am. 

Aym.  Where  is  your  cap,  sirrah  ? 

Peter.  Why  upon  my  heaa,  can’t  you  see  it  P 

Aym.  \ Pointing  to  a  seat.']  Sit. 

Peter.  I  thank  you,  I’d  rather  stand. 

Aym.  Why  so  ? 

Peter.  Because  if  I  sit — you  might  ask  me  to  stay,  and 
that  suits  neither  my  inclination,  nor  my  convenience. 

Aym.  Thou  art  a  bold  fellow — wilt  enlist  under  my  com¬ 
mand  into  the  regiment  of  Pandours  ? 

Peter.  No!  because  I  am  old  and  begin  to  feel  myself 
a  coward. 

Aym.  Your  insolence  betrays  it  not  to  me. 

Peter.  You — oh  !  you  are  nobody. 

Aym.  You,  to  guess  from  your  bearing,  would  be  a  hero. 

Peter.  If  I  succeed,  I  snail  beat  you  hollow,  for  that 
is  what  you  will  never  be. 

Aym.  I  could  order  you  to  be  shot  as  a  robber. 

Peter.  You  must  first  prove  me  one. 

Aym.  Dos’t  know  Schinderhannes,  the  Rhine  robber  ? 

Peter.  Yes,  I  breakfasted  with  him  under  a  tree,  four 
days  ago. 

Aym.  I  would  meet  with  Schinderhannes,  in  what  way 
shall  I  effect  my  purpose  ? 

Peter.  Find  him  out  as  I  did. 

Aym.  Boldness,  I  admire,  but  boldness  beyond  a  certain 
limit  becomes  audacity,  and  that  with  me  is  death. 

Peter.  Is  it  ? 

A7jm.  You  give  me  gaze  for  gaze — art  mad  ?  dos’t  think 
my  temper  soft  ? 

Peter.  About  as  much  so  as  your  head 

Aym.  {^Drawing  his  sword  and  advancing .]  Then  with 
my  own  sabre  will  I 

Peter.  \Coolly  drawing  out  a  pistol.]  There  are  two 
words  and  more  to  that  bargain,  I  am  old,  but,  for  all  that, 
my  blood  is  not  to  be  poured  out  like  water. 

Aym.  [Aside.]  Foiled  1 

Peter.  Pollute  my  rags  with  your  noble  finger — and  you 
are  dust. 
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Aym.  \Calli'ng,'\  What  ho ! 

Peter.  I  beg  your  pardon,  another  word  and  ’tis  your 
last. 

Aym.  Audacious  1 

Peter.  Pshaw  ?  preserve  your  temper  man ;  see  how  calm 
I  am,  you  would  send  for  me,  you  know,  and  now  I  am  come 
why  can’t  you  be  civil  ? 

Aym.  You  shall  repent  this  crime ! 

Peter,  That  will  be  setting  you  a  most  excellent  exam¬ 
ple. 

Aym.  Of  what  crime  can  I  be  accused  by  such  a  thing 
as  thee  ? 

Peter.  Parricide  !  simply  parricide — you  only  killed 
your  father ! 

Aym.  Am  I  awake  ? 

Peter.  Yes,  and  so  am  I. 

Aym.  Why  do  you  charge  me  with  a  crime  so  black  ? 

Peter.  Why  did  you  do  it  I 

Aym.  The  proof — varlet ! — the  proof  ! 

Peter.  Didf you  once  know  a  man  named  Hugo  Hoi- 
berg  ? — nay,  don’t  shudder — start  back — and  look  pale — 
did  you  know  the  man — or  did  you  not  ? 

Aym.  He  will  not  betray  me  ? 

Peter.  If  he  never  have,  he  never  will — because  Hugo 
Holberg  is  dead. 

Aym.  Before  he  died — he  made  confession  then— 

Peter.  Aye — 

Aym.  To  whom  ? 

Peter.  Myself !  I  was  his  confessor,  I  was  his  sexton. 
When  he  left  serving  you,  he  set  up  as  a  common 
stabber,  and  was  woundea  to  the  death — by  the  police ;  ye, 
he  crept  to  my  home  where  he  died;  1,  as  I  said,  buried 
him;  if  you  call  at  my  hovel  you  may  see  his  grave  by  the 
dunghill;  oh  I  my  lord,  my  lord,  I  wished  you  could  have 
seen  him  die ! — how  his  spirit  clung  to  earth — as  the  sinking 
man  clings  to  the  straw  on  the  waters, — it  would  have  done 
you  good,  I  am  sure  it  would — for  no  earthly  moral  lives 
ripe  with  such  mighty  profit  as  for  one  bad  man  to  see  ano¬ 
ther  perish.  [Crowes  to  r. 

Aym.  What  said  he  ? 

Peter.  He  said  you  were  ambitious-— and  wished  your 
father  dead — he  said  you  forged  a  will  to  illegitimatize  your 
brother — and  make  you  lord  of  Bremen. 

Aym.  Said  he  more  ? 

Peter.  Yes,  he  said  that  when  the  forged  will  was  made, 
and  the  true  one  stolen  from  the  chest  of  him  who  made  it, 
Holberg  and  you  surprised  the  old  man  one  night  as  he 
prayed — drove  to  their  hilts  your  daggers  to  his  heart — and 
sent  his  soul  to  heaven — 

B  3 
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Aym.  Hold — I  confess,  1  killed  my  father — 

Peter.  No — You  did  not,  for  I’m  thy  father — iu  Peter 
the  Black  behold  the  Miller,  Moretz  Ku'uo  ! 

Ai/m.  Thou  art  my  foster  father. 

Peter.  I  am  thy  real  father. 

At/m.  How  ? — 

Peter.  The  Baron’s  iufaut  who  was  entrusted  to  my  care, 
was  sickly,  aud  soon  died;  iu  its  stead  I  sent  thee  to  the 
ciistle,  where  adder-like,  you  were  nestled  in  the  bosom  that 
YOU  stung  to  the  death !  yes,  villain,  yes !  I  am  thy  father 
though  1  blush  through  uiy  rage  to  owii  it ! 

Ai/m.  Pll  not  believe  thee!  where  is  the  will  to  back 
ihv  wild  assertion  to  the  world? 

Peter.  [Holdinf/  it  m^>.]  ’Tis  here  to  blight  thy  sight — and 
here  the  deposition  of  the  murdered  Hugo  HolbergI 
At/m.  They  must  be  mine! 

Peter.  Enter  a  convent,  become  a  monk,  repent,  and 
they  shall  be  thine, 

Aym.  Never! 

Peter.  Then  take  thy  father's  curse,  and  may  it  cling 
unto  thee  ! 

Aym.  Hold — 

Peter.  Forever!  [Exit tiastily,  r. 

Aym.  What  ho!  there — soldiers — help! 

Enter  Frederick  and  soldiers,  l. 

Aymeric  falling  into  the  amts  of  Frederick,  is  borne  a. 

SCENE  III. —  The  Prior  and  the  Sub-Prior's  aparhnent^ 
in  the  Convent  of  the  Black  Brotherhood. —  Thel'estments 
of  both  hanging  on  a  peg — The  two  hampers  containing 
Sir  Guy  and  Jacob,  c. 

Enter  the  two  Monks,  Matthew  and  Ign  atii  s,  Matthew, 
with  his  cowl  over  his  face,  Ignatius's  hanging  in  the 
usual  manner,  a. 

Mat.  Ho !  brother  Ignatius — whv  dost  thou  not  cowl  thy 
face?  hast  thou  forijotten  this  is  the  day  St.  Bruno  died?— 
and  every  one  here  out  the  Lay  Brothers  must  wear  the  cowl 
in  sad  commemoration  till  the  moon  rises — 

Ign.  I  had  forgotten — your  pardon — [Putting  the  cou  t 
over  his  face. 

pardon  of  me;  ’tis  well  the  Prior  and 
Sub-Prior,  Father  Jacob,  are  absent  on  a  piliirimaije,  or,  it 
miiiht  have  cost  you  penance. 

Ign.  But  are  you  sure  they  are  absent  ? 

Mat.  Sure,  there  hang  their  garments  on  von  pcs; — but 
who  comes  hero  ? — The  Lay  BRithors,  Anselmo'and  Philario. 
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KntHr  Ansex-mo  and  without  cowtH^  u. 

Mat.  Wh  anc.p.  conKsHl  thou  ? 

J*hil.  From  th(;  Inn  of  the  fjoo'l  Woman — 

Ang.  fenuile  withemt  a  hoovl — 

Mat.  And  what  hast  thou  hrouj/nt  thither? 

An.<f.  Two  goodly  hamjjerH  of  ^ood  OporU>  wine. 

Mat.  I  hope,  Sir,  ’tia  hetU^r  than  the  last  the  g<i<Hl  t/<Kifl 
Woman  sent  u«,  for  that  tasted  rather  (Wirky  ;  you  smile — 
but  I’m  a  judge,  though  I’m  a  priest. 

An.f.  And  if  a  priest  be  not  a  judge  of  good  wine — who 
should  be?  I  am  sure  the  clergy  ought,  for  nobody  drinks 
so  much  of  it: 

Mat,  Hut  regarding  these  said  Immpers? — 

Ann.  There  they  are,  I  brought  them  here  for  the  Prior 
V)  biste,  but  since  he  is  absent  we  will  do  it  ourselves,  tio 
call  the  brotherhwd  and  let  us  craek  one  bottle,  the  Prior 
will  not  miss  it:  Go,  Isay,  while  Philario  and  I  look  for 
the  key  of  the  cellar. 

Mat.  We  will,  most  pious  Lay  Brother. 

Ann.  and  Phil.  Brothers,  do.  ^hlxaunt  Annelmo  and 
Philario,,  u.  Matthew  and  Ljnntinn  \..  a  pause. 

Sir  G.  \Liftin(j  up  the  lid  of  the  h(xmper.'\  Come,  this 
is  a  very  romantic  ailventure,  an’t  it,  Jacob  ? 

Jacob.  Very. 

Sir  G.  Oh!  this  is  a  real  convent, is  it?  — well !  its  very 
like  Westminster  Abbey,  an’t  it,  Jacob? 

Jacob.  [ Peejnny  out  of  the  hamper.  ]  V ery ! 

Sir  G.  Only  in  Westminster  Abbey  they  make  you  pay 
through  the  nose  to  see  the  monuments,  and  here  we  pass  in 
for  nothing :  But  stop  a  bit,  I  hear  them  coming  back  again, 
and  I  think  they  said — that  nobody  was  to  take  off  their 
4;„vvls — yes,  t/i  be  sure,  they  did! — and  they  said  also  that  the 
Prior,  and  Sub-Prior,  were  absent:  Suppose  we  put  on  their 
dresses,  and  act  their  characters,  and  tnen,  after  viewing  the 
wonders  of  the  place — walk  out  again,  v/ithout  nobody  know¬ 
ing  nothing  at  all  about  it?  Don’t  you  think  that  would  be 
a  very  gooo  plan,  Jacob? 

Jacf^.  Oh — very ! 

Sir  G.  The  Sub-Prior’s  name  is  Father  Jacob:  how  re¬ 
markable!  quick!  they  are  coming — make  a  monk  of  your¬ 
self  in  a  moment!  \!*uttinfj  on  the  PrirrPs  dreHS.'\  Well — 
this  is  a  romantic  auJventure,  an’t  it,  Jacob  ? 

Jacob  \J*uttinrj  m  the  Sub- Prior' h  dress.]  Very ! 

Sir  G.  \Su'rxeyinij  himself.^  There’s  a  Pope  of  Koine 
for  you ! 


Re-enter  the  Monvis,  A^sf.i.wo  Philakio,  with  the 
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cellar  keys,  r.  Matthew  end  Ignatius  followed  by 
several  other  Monks,  l. 

Mat.  \ Seeing  Sir  Guy.]  The  Prior  returned!  wel¬ 
come  your  Holiness !  [ They  all  kneel  to  him. 

Sir  G.  {Apart  to  Jacob.]  Come,  here’s  a  pictoresquo 
situation,  an’t  it.  Father  Jacob? 

Jacob.  V  ery ! 

Ans.  Your  blessing.  ,  ,  , 

Omnes.  Aye,  your  blessing— your  blessing— holy  T  ather  . 
SirG.  Bless  you,  my  children!  [Aside.]  Bless  me,  what 
a  large  family  I  have  got!  [To  the  Monks.]  Arise  mv— 
Peter.  [Without.]  I  must  have  admittance  to  the  Prior 
— 1  must  see  him  1  -  ,  . 

Sir  G.  Say  that  I  am  not  at  home — that  I  am  just  gone 
out — 

Ans.  He  is  here  most  reverend — 

Enter  Peter  the  Black  hastily,  r. 

Peter.  Where  is  the  Prior? 

Sir  G.  [Aside.]  Bless  me — if  it  isn’t  Peter  the  Beggar ! 
Go  away  good  man,  and  leave  your  basin ;  this  is  not  the 
day  we  distribute  the  soup. 

Peter.  I  come  not  for  that,  though  I  am  ever  welcome 
here,  and  familiar  with  the  mysteries  of  the  convent. 

Sir  G.  [Aside.]  That’s  much  more  than  I  am — but  I 
suppose,  I  shall  find  them  out !  What  did  you  come  for, 
then  ? 

Peter.  To  warn  you  against  the  prying  curiosity  of  two 
silly  fools  who  are  using  every  means  to  force  themselves  un¬ 
known  to  us  into  the  recesses  of  the  convent. 

Sir  G.  The  villains ! — but  what  are  their  names  ? 

Peter.  The  name  of  one  idiot  is  Sir  Guyman  Guffin — and 
t’other’s — I  think,  is  Jacob. 

Sir  G.  The  traitors !  lead  them  to  instant  death  ! 

Peter.  1  now  may  go  ? 

Sir  G.  Oh  yes  1  you  may  go — [Aside.]  I  wonder  who  the 
devil  sent  for  you  ? 

Peter.  I  depart ;  but  remember  if  these  villains  should 
succeed  in  entering  here,  and  are  discovered,  the  punish¬ 
ment  according  to  your  convent  law — is  imprisonment  in  the 
dungeon  below,  for  life,  or,  instant  death — and  so  good  mor- 

^  j  [Exit  Peter,  r. 

Sir  Cr.  Good  morrow!  come,  here  is  another  very  ro¬ 
mantic  adventure  1 — an’t  it,  father  Jacob  ?  ^ 

Jacob.  Very! 

Sir  G.  What  bell  is  that? 

Ans.  The  dinner  bell. 

Sir  G,  And  what  have  you  got  for  dinner? 


[Bell  rings. 
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Matt.  This  is  a  day  of  fast, — and  we  have  nothing  but 
parched  peas  and  dried  herrings. 

Sir  G.  \^Aside.  \  Ah  1 1  know — wo  used  tocook  ’em  at  school 
upon  a  shovel;  1  don’t  like  ’em  at  all,  and  am  not  very  fond 
of  herrings — are  you,  father  Jacob  ? 

Jacob.  No — not  very! 

Sir  G.  Could  not  you  change  it,  beloved  brethren,  to  a 
leg  of  roast  mutton  and  baked  potatoes  ? 

Ans.  But  you  must  first  put  off  or  annul  the  fast  of  St. 
Bruno’s  death ! 

Sir  G.  Oh,  yes !  instead  of  dying  to-day,  he  shall  die 
next  Monday  week;  it  can’t  make  much  difference  to  him, 
poor  fellow!  now  he’s  gone.  I  suppose  we  have  plenty  of 
wine  ? 

Ans.  Our  stock  is  out,  and  all  we  have  is  contained  in 
yonder  two  hampers. 

Sir  G.  Theml’m  afraid  your  stock  is  very  small;  what 
think  you,  father  Jacob  ? 

Jacob.  Very! 

Ans.  I’ll  fetch  a  bottle — for  this  is  a  sort,  I’m  sure,  you 
will  like. 

Sir  G.  It  may  be,  but  I  don’t  think  I  shall. 

[^Anselmo  and  Philario  opening  the  hampers. 

Ans.  Why — the  hampers  are  empty ! 

Sir  G.  Ah,  you  rogue!  this  surprise  is  affected !  ye  have 
drank  up  the  wine,  and  insulted  us  with  the  sight  of  the 
empty  hampers !  is  not  this  a  very  great  shame,  father  Jacob  ? 

Jacob.  V  ery ! 

Sir  G.  Is  not  this  a  shame,  all  of  you? 

Omnes.  Unpardonable ! 

Sir  G.  Away  with  them  to  the  dungeons  ye  were  talking 
of — and  shut  them  up  for  six  weeks. 

[They  seize  Anselmo  and  Philario. 

Both.  Pardon — pardon  I 

Sir  G.  Not  a  morsel  of  it — what!  drink  the  wine  intend¬ 
ed  for  the  sick  of  our  community — away  with  them!  [They 
are  dragged  off,  r.]  oh,  shocking  !  that  we  must  eat  our 
meat  without  our  wine !  come  to  the  board — and  let  those 
who  love  mutton  and  potatoes,  follow  me:  I  say,  father  Ja¬ 
cob,  this  is  a  very  romantic  adventure,  an’tit? 

Jacob.  V’ery"!  [Exeunt  omnes— following  Sir  Guy. 

SCENE  IV.  —  The  tomb  of  the  Altenburg  Family — by 

moonlight. 

Enter  Aymeric  Bremen,  r. 

Aym.  I  then  am  nothing, — the  son  of  a  hind, — and  is  it 
thus  my  toil  shall  bo  repaid?  Yonder — by  the  soft  light  of 
his  sister  moon — shines  red  and  fiery  Mars,  the  planet  un- 
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der  whose  dark  auspice  I  was  born — and  even  now  he  frowns 
upon  me !— I  would  give  my  good  right  hand  to  know  my 
fate — and  the  end  of  what  I  am !  Let  me  look  around. 
This  is  the  mausoleum  of  the  decayed  family  of  Alten- 
burg,  where  dwells  the  Hag  of  the  Tomb: — She  is  re¬ 
nowned,  ’tis  said,  for  working  miracles — and  showing  on  its 
base  as  in  a  glass  the  pictures  of  the  future  and  the  past.  I 
own  my  weakness — ’tis  superstition — phsaw  !  Great  men 
have  great  faults  !  AchiUes  was  vulnerable  in  his  heel — and 
Aymeric  Bremen  is  as  muchso  as  Achilles  in  his  folly. 
Now  for  the  signal. — ^Striking  his  hands  three  times. 

The  Hag  of  the  Tomb  appears. 

Hag.  Who  comes  at  the  hour  of  midnight  to  visit  the 
Hag  of  the  Tomb? 

Aym.  A  stranger,  Mother — 

Hag.  No!  thou  art  no  stranger!  draw  not  the  folds  of 
thy  cloak  tighter  around  thee, — lor  I  know  thee  well, — thou 
art  Aymeric  Bremen — a  Colonel  ofPandours — and  a  pander 
to  his  own  passions  ! 

Aym.  You  have  guessed  me  rightly !  I  am  Aymeric  Bre¬ 
men — and  I  come — 

Hag.  To  try  my  skill — did  you  doubt  it  ? 

Aym.  Much ! 

Hag.  Y ou  shall  have  little  cause  ere  you  depart. 

Aym.  There  is  gold  for  thee — 

Hag.  Put  it  back  into  thy  purse.  Lord  Aymeric, — gold 
is  at  ail  times  poison — but  doubly,  trebly  so,  when  ill-gotten 
and  red  with  murder ! — Put  it  back,  I  say — I  will  touch 
none  of  thine ! 

Aym,  {Half  drawing  his  sword.~\  Detested  hag — 

Hag.  What  1  draw  your  sword  upon  a  woman  I  for  shame 
— for  shame  1  put  up  your  weapon — or  pass  away — 

Aym.  You  called  me  a  murderer! 

Hag.  And  if  you  had  not  been  so,  would  you  have  been 
angry  !  Come  you  for  falsehood — or  come  you  for  truth  ? 

Aym.  For  the  truth !  tell  me  all  that  I  would  know — and 
1  will  pay  thee  amply  for  thy  pains — for  I  am  rich — 

Hag.  Thou  art — but  what  of  that? — Providence  to  show 
her  contempt  for  riches  generally  bestows  them  upon  Uie 
unworthy:  Now,  for  what  ye  sought  me!  Thy  will  and 
pleasure  ? 

Aym.  I  have  a  brother,  whom  I  fear,  named  Adolph 
Bremen ;  he  has  fled  his  home  long  since — and  I  would 
know  if  he  be  dead  or  living  ? 

Hag.  He  lives — that  is  if  you  mean  Adolph  Bremen  whose 
lands  you  have  usurped  and  whose  fortune  you  revel  in. 

Aym.  What! — 

Hag.  You  asked  for  the  trath— and  you  have  it! 
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Aym.  [^Confused.']  Y — yes — but  tell  me  what  will  be  my 
fate  in  the  future — my  end — 

Hag.  Come  nearer,  and  let  me  look  into  thy  face, 
veying  him  attentively. If  you  repent  not,  the  gibbet — 

Aym.  What — give  up  all  my  wealth ! 

Hag.  All — to  the  last  stiver  of  thy  hoard !  for  what  is  the 
use  of  wealth  to  the  wicked  man — when  he  cannot  enjoy  it  ? 

Aym.  I’m  fixed,  it  shall  not  be  ! 

Hag.  Then  as  fixed  as  thou  art — is  thy  fate ! — farewell ! 

Aym.  Stay — we  part  not  so — thou  hast  proved  to  me  that 
thou  knowest  much;  but,  to  convince  me,  that  thou  art 
what  thou  wouldst  appear — first  picture  to  me  the  two  great 
scenes  of  the  drama  of  my  life — bring  them  before  my  sight 
as  in  a  mirror  and  almost  palpably. 

Hag.  Thou  art  bold  to  look  upon  thy  crimes :  but  if  thou 
wilt — thou  shalt — appear  I 

Soft  Music. — Thehase  of  the  mausoleum  opens  y  and  disco¬ 
vers  a  picture  of  Aymeric  and  Hugo  Holberg  murdering 

Baron  Bremen  at  the  altar. 

Hag.  Hugo  Holberg  and  thyself  murdering  thy  father, 
shrink  not  back — you  asked  for  the  truth — and  the  truth  is 
come !  [  The  picture  disappears.']  Now  that  mystic  scene  is 
past;  away— ‘let  a  gentler  one  appear.  {^Picture  of  a  gar¬ 
den  scene  ; — a  gentleman  kneeling  at  the  feet  of  a  lady ; 
— another  behind  in  a  mask  with  a  stiletto  in  his  hand,  nar¬ 
rowly  watching  them. 

Aym.  Why — what  is  this  ? 

Hag.  Need  I  explain  ?  [Pointing  to  the  picture.]  That 
is  thy  brother’s  wim — thou  loved  her  as  thou  knowest,  but 
she,  wisely,  preferred  thy  brother. 

Aym.  But  I — 

Hag.  Yes  !  ’twas  you  did  this !  you  stirred  up  your  bro¬ 
ther  to  jealousy,  and.  brought  him  there;  unobserved  he 
stands,  foolishly  fancying  the  falsehood  of  his  wife — while 
well  thou  knewest,  the  youth  that  pressed  with  his  lip  her 
hand — was  her  own  banished  brother. 

Aym.  True :  she  spurned  me  but  I  had  my  revenge — for 
Adolph  Bremen  slew  them  both :  though  not  with  the  stilet¬ 
to — then  fled  the  land.  But  where — what  is  he  now  ?  let  me 
see  him  as  he  is. 

Hag.  In  good  time.  Hast  thou  not  heard  how  the  village 
of  Slayenvelten  was  fired  at  midnight  by  the  renowned  band 
of  Schinderhannes,  the  robber  of  the  Rhine  ? 

Aym.  I’d  give  ten  thousand  crowns  for  his  head. 

Hag.  Thou  shalt  see  his  shadow Appear !  Schinder¬ 
hannes — as  thou  stood’st  at  midnight  with  thy  myrmidons  and 
thy  naked  blade  in  the  red  ruins  of  Slayenvelten — appear! 

Picture. —  Schinderhannes  appears  c.  warding  off  the 
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blow  from  a  female,  aimed  at  her  by  one  of  the  band- 
others  with  daggers  at  the  breasts  of  the  kneeling  'pea¬ 
santry. 

Aym.  Ah  !  What  do  I  see  ?— then  my  lost  brother— 
Hag.  Is  Schinderhaniies  the  robber  of  the  Rhine  ! 

END  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — Dining  hall  of  the  Convent. — Cloisters  run¬ 
ning  from  right  to  left  above, — stone  steps  descending 
from  them, — a  table,  r. 

Sir  Guyman  Guffin  and  3 Kcon  sitting  at  the  table,  with 
monks  around  them.  Anselmo  Philario  standing  in 
chains,  l.  discovered. 

Sir  G.  There  I  pardon  you; — knock  off  their  chains. 
yAside.']  Isay,  father  Jacob,  all  this  is  romantic  enough — 
but  suppose  the  real  Prior  was  to  come  back — what  a  very 
nice  pickle-tub  we  should  pop  ourselves  into — should’ut 
we,  father  Jacob  ? 

Jacob.  Very!  \A  distant  horn  heard  from  above. 

Ans.  \^Starting.\  Ha !  the  signal  of  the  Prior, 

Phi.  IrMOSsible!  the  Prior  is  here. 

Sir  G.  Yes  here  I  am. 

Ans.  Amazement ! 

Sir  G.  Yes!  its  very  surprising — an’t  it,  father  Jacob? 
Jacob.  V ery ! 

Voice  without.  Ho !  raise  the  portcullis  grating. 

Ans.  The  word ! 

Voice  Plunder ! 

Ans.  The  signal — 

Voice.  This — [Carbine  shot  heard  without. — Music. — 
The  great  portcullis  rises  ;  Schinderhannes  appears  on  it. 

Sir  G.  Real  robbers,  by  Robert  le  Diable  !  Now  this  is 
really  a  romantic  situation — an’t  it,  father  Jacob  ? 

Jacob.  Very! 

Enter  ^cm-sv>'E-RiiK'ti'ii-E.s,rushing  downthe  steps,  i,. 

Sch.  Who  dares  to  wear  in  his  absence  the  garb  of 
Schinderhannes  ? — uncloak — who  are  you  ? 

Sir  G.  My  name  is — Sir  Guyman  Guffin — and  this  is  Mr, 
Jacob  Joskins  my  intimate  friend  and  companion,  make  a 
bow,  Jacob. 

Ans.  [Drawing  and  advancinn.']  Upon  them' 

Sch.  Ilold ! 
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Sir  G.  Ah  !  flont  be  in  a  hurry — 

AiL'i.  They  have  botrayod  us'  and  wc  will  have  their 
blood ! 

Sir  G.  How  sanguinary!  now  an’t  you  a  pretty  sort  of 
a  fellow  to  call  yourself  a  clergyman  ? 

Ans.  They  have  our  secret,  and  we  will  have  their  lives. 
Sch.  [^Drawingl  Do  you  see  this  sword?  back  from  its 
point — he  who  lifts  voice  or  finger  against  these  men  before 
1  say  the  word,  shall  feed  the  eagles  uiat  flit  around  this  rock. 
[^A  pause.']  What  1  are  you  all  silent  ?  all — 

Sir  G.  All  but  one ;  you  will  allow  me  to  observe — 

Sch.  Silence ! 

Sir  G.  [Aside.'l  How  terrible  ! 

Ans.  Why,  really  Captain  I  must  say — 

Sch.  You  say — you  !  that  took  advantage  of  my  slumber 
to  fire  the  village  of  Slayenvelten — and  murder  a  babe  up¬ 
on  the  bosom  of  its  mother  ! — oh,  thou  braggart  in  the  cham¬ 
ber — thou  coward  under  the  broad  sky  !  back  from  me  I  and 
tremble — if  not  at  my  just  wrath,  at  your  own  guilty  con¬ 
science  ! 

Ans.  Captain,  I  do  say — this — 

Sch.  \Strihing  him.]  And  I  do  this — 

Ans.  V ou  have  struck  me  1 

Sch.  [Strihing.]  I  strike  again  that  you  mav  be  sure  of 
the  blow. 

Ans.  \Aside.]  I’ll  be  revenged.  r. 

Sir  G.  [Apart  to  Jacob.]  What  a  game  cock  of  a  fellow 
is  this  Mr.  Schindams  ! — an’t  he,  Jacob  ? 

Jacob.  V ery  I 

Sch.  [Turning  round.]  Now,  strangers — 

Sir  G.  [Aside.]  Ah — now  for  our  turn. 

Sch.  Kneel — and  recommend  your  souls  to  heaven — 

Sir  G.  Now,  what?  [Schinderhannes  draws  pistols 
from  his  belt — and  cocks  them.]  Why,  you  are  not  going  to 
shoot  us  ? 

Sch.  If  flint  shall  be  true. 

Sir  G.  [Apart  to  Jacob.]  Here’s  a  dangerous  situation — 
an’t  it,  father  Jacob? 

Jacob.  V  ery ! 

Sir  G.  But  my  dear  Sir,  you  can’t  shoot  us,  you’ve  no 
right  to  do  it — according  to  the  laws. 

Sch.  Laws  we  laugh  at, — for,  seldom  falls  it  out,  that  law 
and  justice  go  hand  in  hand :  laws  are  like  cobwebs, — the 
needy  and  the  poor  man,  like  the  gnat,  they  snare;  while 
the  rich  and  buzzing  fly  breaks  through  and  cheats  the  spi¬ 
der. 

Sir  G.  Give  me  your  hand,  Mr.  Schinderdams — I  ad¬ 
mire  your  sentiments. 

Sen.  This  moment  is  your  last ! 
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Sir  O.  [Apart  to  Jacob.'}  Isay,  Jacob,  I  don’t  like  this 
situation  much' — do  yon  ? 

Jacob.  Not  very. 

Sch.  Now — 

Sir  G.  Well,  now!  fire  away!  its  som  econsolation  to  be 
shot  by  a  real  robber  in  a  romantic  situation.  \^A  pause.} 
Well — why  don’t  you  fire? 

Sch.  My  mind  is  changed. 

Sir  G.  1  am  glad  to  hear  it-  -but  why  ? 

Sch.  Because  robber  as  I  am — I  would  not  stain  this 
hand  with  the  blood  of  a  brave  man,  to  gripe  a  sceptre,  or 
to  rule  a  kingdom; — ho  who  fears  not  death  deserves  to 
live — live  thou — 

Omnes.  But,  Captain,  he  must  die— 

Sch.  We  all  must  die, — your  time  must  come,  good  Bert¬ 
rand  ;  your’s,  your’s,  and  your’s — say  then,  for  though  rugged 
be  your  forms,  ye  yet  are  men — when  that  dread  hour  shall 
come — the  hour  of  death — will  not  the  thought  be  as  balm  to 
your  bosoms — “  That  you  did  no  murder.” — Strangers,  one 
way  is  open  to  your  safety !  you  have  wickedly  sought  to 
know  the  secrets  of  St.  Bruno’s  monasterv, — you  have  found 
us  what  we  are — ^banditti : — ^beneath  my  foot  is  a  dungeon — 
without,  is  liberty, — and  such  a  life  as  the  robber  lives— 
swear  to  us  fidelity,  and  join  the  band  of  Schinderhannes, 
or  descend  to  darkness  and  to  night, — for  ever. 

Sir  G.  Become  a  robber? — fo  be  sure  I  will ;  I’ll  let  my 
ivhiskers  grow  on  each  side  of  my  face  to  the  size  of  blacking 
brushes, — and  speak  with  a  growl  like  a  Buffalo — oh  yes  ! 
Jacob  and  1  shall  make  a  pair  of  very  beautiful  assassins — 

Sch.  Your  hand — [Distant  trumpet.}  ha!  ’tis  the  trum¬ 
pet  of  the  Pandours; — wo  must  attack  them — even  to-night 
— stranger,  as  a  proof  of  my  confidence,  take  the  command 
of  a  small  party — and  meet  me  at  that  part  of  the  Rhine, 
called  the  Shallows  :  you,  Bertrand,  with  another  band, 
lurk  at  the  lower  bank — anon,  I  will  be  near  you — [Trumpet} 
Ila  !  Aymeric  Bremen, — art  thou  so  near  ?  outcome — swear 
to  be  true  in  weal  or  woe — as  I  am  true  to  thee!  swear  by 
the  hilt  of  Schinderhannes,  the  robber  of  the  Rhine. 

CHORUS. — Schinderhannes  c.  holding  up  his  sioord. 

Hearts  of  iron  are  we — and  we  swear 
Like  our  chieftain’s  blade  to  be  true  : 

Yes— n  ure  shall  be  our  faith  as  the  silver  moori, 

And  clear  as  its  heaven  of  blue. 

Our  watchword  is  plunder — the  world  our  home 
While  the  life  we  lead  is  divine. 

And  our  goblets  we’ll  quaff. 

With  a  hearty  good  laugh — 

To  the  robber  of  the  Rhine. 

[Exeunt,  r.  and  L.all  but  Schinderhannes. 
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Sch.  And  now  to  think,  in  the  twilight  of  my  dreams, 
The  gibbet  and  the  wheel — stand  forth  like  shapes  of  iron ; — 
luy  wife — alas  !  1  have  no  wife — her  grave  is  in  the  depths 
of  the  broad  Rhine; — sent  to  her  watery  tomb  alas!  by  me  ! 
— out  on  thee,  jealous  fool! — she  is  gone; — her  spirit  has 
passed  away — and  is  now  in  heaven — and  we  shall  meet 
again, — never oh,  never — 

Hag.  {From  the  cloisters  above. 'I  Schinderhannes — 

Sch.  Who  calls  on  Schinderhannes? 

Enter  the  Hag  of  the  Tomb  from  the  cloister,  l, 

Hag.  A  woman ! 

Sch,  How  gained  you  entrance  ? 

Hag.  I  watched  you  well : — I  followed  you ;  and  here  I 
am  by  your  side. 

Sch.  Y on  know  then  where  you  are  ? 

Hag.  In  the  den  of  Schinderhannes. 

Sch.  Fear  you  no  harm? 

Hag.  None  ! — Schinderhannes  never  harmed  but  one 
w’oman, — and  she  was  the  wife  of  his  bosom. 

Sch.  Hag — fiend — witch!  how  know  you  that ? 

Hag.  Touch  me  not — put  finger  on  my  rags — and  I  am 
dumb  for  ever  : — Is  it  not  so,  Schinderhannes — is  it  not  so  ? 

Sch.  What  know  you  further  ? 

Hag.  That  you  are  a  German  noble,  named  Adolph,  in 
the  garb  of  a  robber. 

Sch.  Go  on,  my  ears  drink  luxury, — go  on — on. 

Hag.  That  your  estates  are  usurped  by  Aymeric  Bremen, 
your  brother, 

Sch.  Right — right! 

Hag.  And  that  he,  to  gain  his  ends,  stirred  you  on  to  j  ea- 
lousy — to  a  deed  of  blood — to  the  murder — 

Sch.  Of  my  wife! — I  see  it — I  hear  it; — the  word  is 
trembling  on  your  tongue, — but  speak  it  not !  bow — bow  thy 
head — if  it  be  so; — but  speak  it  not, — lest  I  fall  dead  before 
thee  !  [AyAe  bows  her  head.'\  Woman,  come  nearer  to  me 
— you  wno  know  so  much — so  very  much — come  nearer — 
nearer  yet : — I  slew  her — my  wife, — but  I  was  urged  on  by 
a  demon — by  Aymeric  Bremen  : — for  thee,  I  know  not  what 
thou  art — fiend  or  angel, — yet  will  I  confess  all — aye  all ! — 
I  loved  and  wedded ;  years  rolled  on,  and  I  was  happy,  till 
Aymeric  Bremen — mark  you!  he  told  me  the  woman  I  lov¬ 
ed,  returned  it  not  to  me — but  gave  her  affections,  mine, 
— mine  by  right  and  nature — to  another — 

Hag.  The  villain  ! 

Sch.  Hush  !  well — I  watched  her — and  one  night — one 
fatal  night — as  Aymeric  and  myself  were  returning  home — 
I  observed  a  man  wandering  about  the  house — pacing  to  and 
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fro— gazing  above  at  her  casement,  and,— but  what  matter? 
it  was  but  a  man  with  a  mask,— but  Aymeric  said  it  was  the 
man  that  had  wronged  me  :  I  rushed  into  the  room  where  my 
wife  was  sitting — she  screamed  as  1  drew  near — what  could 
that  mean  but  guilt?— I— I  struck— 

Hag.  Horrible ! 

Sch.  From  that  moment  my  house  was  hell — I  gamed — 1 
drank — and  I  was  wretched  !  time  hurried  on, — and  my 
wife  looked  as  if  she  tried  to  love  me ! — she  became  a 
mother  ;  the  child,  she  said,  resembled  me,  and  I  began  to 
forget  what  Aymeric  had  said — aye  !  did  you  sneer  ?  dare 
not  for  your  life,  for  I  loved  her  still — aye  !  till  on  another 
night — again  the  mask  appeared :  he  shrank  away  when  I 
approached. —  I  marked  and  followed  like  a  prowling 
tiger  to  the  garden — where  stood  to  meet  and  fold  him  in  her 
arms — my  wife  ! — my  faithless  wife  1  A  hedge  was  betwe^en 
us — and  though  he  spoke  in  murmurs — I  heard  all. — “  Will 
you  dy  with  me,  he  said, — at  twelve  the  boat  will  be  ready 
at  the  point.’" — She  faultered — “  yes”  and  then  I  heard  a 
something  that  sounded,  gracious  god  ! — that  sounded  like 
a  kiss — 

Hag.  It  might  be  otherwise — 

Sch.  It  mi^t — but  it  w'as  not.  At  twelve,  the  following 
night,  I  was  at  the  point,  sitting  on  the  stones  beneath  the 
bow  of  the  boat,  which  rocked  upon  the  tide,  drilling  a  hole 
in  the  vessel’s  bottom;  and  no  sooner  had  I  finished  then  the 
fugitives  came  down  the  rock,  entered  the  boat,  shovedoft,  and 
when  they  had  reached  the  mideye  of  the  river,  the  skiff 
swung  round  and  round;  the  moon  looked  down  from  a  rent 
in  the  clouds — and  I  saw  that  they  felt  the  hour  of  death  ap¬ 
proaching,  that  they  were  sinking  ; — he  lifted  his  mask — I 
saw  his  face — 

Hag.  Horrible — 

Sch.  The  woman  I  had  murdered — was  my  wdfe, — and  the 
man  with  the  mask  her  innocent ! — her  banished  brother ! 

Hag.  Unhappy  man — there  is  a  path  that  leads  again  to 
virtue — 

Sch.  Speak. 

Hag.  Abandon  your  band, — the  moon  will  soon  be  rising 
- forsake  it,  I  say — before  she  sets. 

Sch.  Turn  traitor? — never! — 

Hag.  Can  one  villain  keep  faith  Avith  another, — no  !  the 
axe  is  wetted — and  the  tale  about  to  be  told  that  will  betray 
you — 

Sch.  Give  me  till  morning — 

Hag.  No, — before  the  rmkm  be  set,  I  say — before  the 
moon  be  set, — you  pause  I — think  for  a  moment, — one  little 
niouient ! 

Sch.  I  have — and  am  like  the  rock — {Distant  bugle  fieard."^ 
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Hark!  'tis  the  Pandours, — we  are  surrounded, — and  oy  my 
faith!  I  cannot  desert  those  that  have  proved  true  to  me: 
farewell  1  woman ; — give  me  but  till  to-morrow — and  1  will 
give  up  all. 

Hag.  Before  the  moon  shall  set, — or  ruin  will  come — 
Sch.  Farewell, — and  welcome — ruin !  R.  Hag,  l. 


SCENE  II. — The  Pandour  Camp. 

Enter  Count  Aymeric  Bremen,  followed  by  i,. 

Aym.  {^Giving  a  purse.']  There  is  thy  money  for  the  be¬ 
trayal  of  Schin,derhannes. 

Ans.  I  thank  you, — and  good  bye. 

Aym.  Why  so  fast? 

Ans.  Because  ’tis  dangerous  to  tarry,  after  what  I  have 
done;  Schinderhannes  and  I  may  chance  to  meet, — and  he 
may  be  ill-natured  enough  to  knock  out  my  brains,  for  the 
little  bit  of  information  I  have  given  your  lordship. 

Ay7n.  Stop, — a  word  with  you, — you  wear  a  pistol — don’t 
you  ? 

A71S. 

Aym. 

Ans. 

Ay7n. 

Ans. 

Aym. 


Ido. 

Look  yonder, — what  do  you  see  ? 

An  old  man  in  the  copse  gathering  sticks  for  fuel. 
There — is  more  money  for  you ! 

Thank  you, 

He  bends  his  steps  this  way;  dive  into  yonder 
thicket, — and  when  he  approaches — 

Ans.  W  ell — 

Shoot  him ! 

What  shall  be  the  reward  ?  ^ 

More  gold — in  matters  of  blood — you  are  not  nice. 
No  more  are  you,  my  lord, — well? 
urxif.o.  After  he  has  fallen — search  his  garment,  and  you 
will  find  certain  papers,  dear  to  my  honor  and  to  my  lite — 
which — 

I  must  bring  to  you. 

You  must, — and — 

And  then  you  will  pay  me  over  and  over  again — 
Agreed ' 


A7jm. 

A71S. 

Aipn. 

Ans 

Aym. 


Ans. 

Aym. 

Ans. 

Aym. 

Ans. 

Aym. 

Ans. 


’Tis  a  bargain. 


He  coraes- 
As  steel. 


-be  firm ! 


\Ex'it,  Aymeric,  l  Anselmo  hides  behind  the  hushes,  r. 

Enter  Peter  the  Black,  with  a  faggot. 

Peter.  {Throwing  down  the  faggot.]  There — when  I 
return,  i’ll  take  you  home  with  me  stay,  let  me  see  if  my 
documents  be  safe;— yes!  all  is  right— heaven  forbid  they 
should  fall  into  the  hands  of  my  unnatural  child,  Aymeric, 
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— for  there  would  be  an  end  of  the  hold  I  have  iijion  him — 
and  the  proof  of  his  crime  :  what  but  the  devil  could  inspire 
me  to  change  the  boys  ?  it  has  brought  no  happiness — not  a 
jot! — my  cmild  has  turned  out  a  sad  villain — and  I  a  fool; 
— aye,  and  so  great  a  stranger  is  he  to  the  ties  of  humanity 
— that  to  gain  his  ends,  I  tliink,  he  would  stay  at  nothing, 
— not  even  the  murder  of  myself — his  own  father — \^Arisel- 
mo  fires — Peter  falls. 

Ans.  Well! — it’s  done — and  now  for  the  papers; — Ha! 
somebody  comes — 'out  he  is  down — and  as  for  the  docu¬ 
ments — if  his  lordship  wants  them — why  let  him  come  for 
them  himself — say  I — I  shan’t  stoj).  [Exit  Anselmo,  a. 

Margrave’s  voice  without.  Hilli-ho— ho. 

Enter  the  Margrave,  l. 

Mar,  I  wish  my  lungs  had  been  made  of  leather — and  I 
had  been  brought  into  the  world  with  a  voice  like  a  speak¬ 
ing  trumpet — ^nilliho  !  ho — 

Echo.  Ho — ho,  ho  ! 

Mar.  Is  that  a  voice  ? 

Echo.  That  a  voice  ! 

Mar.  No  !  it’s  only  an  echo  ! 

Echo.  Only  an  echo  ! 

Mar.  I  am  a  fool,  that’s  certain — 

Echo.  That’s  certain. 

Mar.  Gentle  echo — go  to  the  devil — 

Echo.  Go  to  the  devil —  \^Peter  groans. 

Mar.  Ho !  what  is  that — come,  sorry  as  I  am — I  did 
not  groan — so,  that’s  no  echo — oh  !  it’s  some  mistake — • 
what  the  devil  shall  I  do  ?  the  moon  is  up — and  just  now  I 
hit  upon  the  trail  of  certain  black  whiskered  gentry  whom 
I  suspect  to  be  of  the  band  of  Schinderhannes ;  this  comes 
of  gallivanting — I  must  go  courting  to  little  Liese,  the 
landlady  of  the  Good  Woman — and  the  consequence  is — I 
have  lost  my  way — and  shall  get  my  throat  cut — or  be  starv¬ 
ed — or  be  eaten  up  by  the  wolves  and  the  bears — the  nasty 
boasts  ! — Hilli-ho  ho — ho,  little  Liese — the  devil  fly  away 
with  you,  my  pretty  creature  ; — you  keep  the  sign  of  the 
Good  Woman — how  ridiculous  !  there  was  never  a  woman 
good  for  any  thing  excepting  under  certain  circumstances 
to  make  you  wnter  gruel ; — Hilli-ho,  ho — ho — cgh  !  here’s 
a  (lead  man — and  a  robber — by  all  that’s  murderous  !  come, 
he  is  warm — he  is  fresh  killed  !  he  has  not  been  dead  long — 

I  wonder  how  long  it  wdll  be  before  my  turn  comes — what 
have  we  here? — notes  of  cash? — no  \TaJcing  ])a2:)er.'\  they 
seem  rather  more  like  documents  ;  I’ll  take  care  of  them — 
as  a  memento,  when  I  look  at  them  never  to  run  after  wo- 
nven,  again  \^Carhine  shot  heard  without]  oh  !  the  pop  guns 
are  coming  into  play  ; — Gentlemen,  votro  serviteur — egad  ! 
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if  they  catch  me  here  in  srich  company — who  knows  but 
they  may  take  it  into  their  heads  that  ttie  honor  of  killing 
this  gentleman  beloims  to  mo — [^Carhbie  shot.^  again  !  pres¬ 
to-vanish — what  shml  I  do  ?  my  pretty  Liese,  my  char¬ 
ming  Liese — my  damnable  Liese — oh  !  these  women — these 
women — they  play  the  devil  with  us  all — ever  since  the  first 
of  them  took  a  fancy  to  an  apple.  \^Exit.  r 

Peter.  \^Rising.'\  The  blood  gushes  from  my  wounded 
side — yet  life  lingers  within  me  ! — the  papers  are  in  my 
breast — oh,  that  chance  would  send  some  traveller  to  my 
aid, — that  though  I  die  my  secret  die  not  with  me — 

Enter  Schinderhannes,  l. 

Sch.  Stand  !  who  is  there  ? 

Peter.  A  friend  !  give  me  your  hand  and  raise  mo  up — 

Sch.  What  ? — Peter  Schwartz — and  bleeding ! 

Peter.  To  the  death — 

Sch.  Who  did  this  ? 

Peter.  Anselmo. 

Sch.  The  villain  ! — I  will  avenge  you, 

Peter.  Swear  it, 

Sch.  By  the  cross  of  my  sword  and  by  the  hope  of  an 
hereafter — when  I  and  Anselmo  meet — we  part  not  till  one 
or  both  are  nothing  ! 

Peter.  Heaven — heaven  bless  you  !  Incline  your  head 
lower — and — lower  still — for  my  voice  grows  weak — and  I 
have  a  secret  for  Schinderhannes. 

Sch.  A  secret ! 

Peter.  Aye — Aymeric  Bremen  is  not  your  brother — but 
my  son, 

Sch.  The  pmor? 

Peter.  When  I  am  dead — search  my  pockets  for  certain 
papei’s — you  will  find  them  hidden  on  this  side — this  near¬ 
est  my  heart. 

Sch.  Lean  on  me. 

Peter.  I  will — for  I  love  thee,  Scdiinderhannes — and 
thou  hast  been  a  better  son  to  me  than  my  own — I  grow 
weak, — thou  wilt  not  forget — Anselmo — slew — me  ? 

Sc?i.  His  name  is  graved  on  my  heart — • 

Peter.  Good — good  !  Now  delve  a  hole  and  bury  mo, 
good  youth — by — the  copse — you  will  find  a  stream — that, 

waters  the  roots - of  a  weeping — willow — I  planted  that 

tree  when  a  boy — and  I  said  to  myself — as  I  struck 
the  sapling  into  the  yielding  earth — “  thou  wilt  be  green, 
w'hen  my  own  young  leaf  is  withered,”  and  the  thought  is 
realised — the — willow  lives — decay — has — come  upon  me — 
and  I  die — so  bury  me,  Schinderhannes — under  tlie  willow 
— that — I — when — a — boy — planted — will — wil-1  {Dies. 

Soft  music.— Schinderhannes  hears  ojf  Peter's  body,  l. 
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SCENE  III. — Romantic  landscape. 

Enter  Sir  Guyman  Guffin,  r. 

Sir  O.  Well!  if  this  is  not  the  most  romantic  situation 
tnat  ever  could  happen,  just  now  I  had  a  band  of  robbers 
which  most  valiant  cutthroats  I  led  plump  into  the  jaws  of 
the  Pandours,  who  pop  them  off  like  partridges; — so  thinks  I 
to  myself,  as  they  wore  vizors, — I’ll  stuff  their  cloathes 
with  straw — put  hats  upon  their  heads,  carbines  in  their 
hands,  stick  them  behind  yonder  rock — and  then  rob  and 
frighten  them  into  fits — ah!  I  see — Jacob  is  stuffing  their 
jackets  with  straw  in  the  cornfields, — Jacob — have  you  very 
nearly  done  making  up  our  company  ? 

Jacob.  [Without.]  Oh — yes!  very. 

Sir  G.  Ah — that’s  a  nice  corner  behind  yonder  rock, — 
that  will  suit  us  exactly. 

Enter  Jacob,  with  the  effigy  of  one  of  the  robbers,  r. 

Sir  O.  Ah,  Jacob !  that’s  very  well,  only  you  have 
made  him  rather  dumpy — Jacob — [Exit  Jacob,  Sir  Guy 
places  the  figure — Re-enter  Jacob,  who  places  another. 

Sir  G.  Oh — this  is  a  long-sided  gentleman,  only  a  lit¬ 
tle  limping  in  the  legs — and  I  think  rather  bandy. 

Jacob.  Oh — yes,  very!  [Jacob  brings  on  another. 

Sir  G.  What  a  fat  fellow  !  why,  you  have  put  straw 
enough  into  his  body  to  make  a  hay-stack !  he  looks  like  a 
member  of  some  city  corporation — don’t  he,  Jacob? 

Jacob.  Very! 

Sir  G.  There — there  they  are,  all  of  a  row  like  three 
men  going  tobe  hanged; — there’s  a  band  of  robbers  for  you 

t Noise  without.]  hark!  some  one  is  coming — let  us  get 
ehind  the  rock,  Jacob —  [They  hide  behind  the  rock. 

Enter  the  yis.RORKyR,  r. 

Mar.  Well,  thus  far  have  I  escaped  !  I  have  cut  me  a 
cudgel  from  the  copse,  so,  that  if  I  meet  with  but  one  or 
two  of  the  robbers  I  may  lay  about  me ;  but  heaven  defend 
me  from  a  dozen.  [They  come  forward. 

Sir  G.  Deliver! 

Mar.  Deliver !  Pray,  gentlemen,  who  are  you  ? 

Sir  G.  I  am  Schindernannes — the  robber  of  the  Rhine — 
Mar.  Are  you,  indeed  ? 

Sir  O.  It’s  fact  upon  my  honor. 

Mar.  Do  you  see  this  cudgel  ? 

Sir  G.  We  do. 

Mar.  You  are  but  two — and  if  you  don’t  stand  out  of 
my  way — by  the  heaven  above  us  I’ll  beat  you  both  to  a 
jelly. 
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Sir  G.  Misguided  youth!  forbear — instead  of  two — we 
are  two  and  forty ;  look  there — don’t  you  see  the  heads  of 
my  men  there — in  ambuscade  ? — behold — and  tremble ! 

Mar.  [Gives  his  sword.]  Oh,  that  alters  the  case — I 
give  in — 1  surrender  my  sword. 

Sir  G.  Take  him  prisoner — and  plunder  him:  let  me 
see — here  is  a  brass  I’artliing  in  one  pocket,  and — and  no¬ 
thing  at  all  in  the  other — is  this  all  you  are  worth  ? 

Mar.  Ah — at  present,  but  1  am  come  of  most  respecta¬ 
ble  parents  in  a  certain  city — and  I  offer  you  ransom ;  for 
instance,  if  you  should  come  to  town  to  be  hanged — which 
you  must  confess  is  very  likely — 

Sir  G.  Why  I  confess,  it  is — don’t  you  think  so,  Jacob  ? 

Jacob.  Very! 

Mar.  I  have  interest  at  court — it  may  be  in  my  power 
to  grant  you  some  favor. 

Sir  G.  Ah — any  thing  we  like  ! 

Mar.  True,  any  thing  you  like — exactly  !  well — you 
must  enquire  for  me  by  the  name  of  Tobias — give  me  this 
farthing — and  your  desires  shall  be  gratified. 

Sir  G.  This  sounds  very  like  gammon — don’t  it,  Jacob? 

Jacob.  V ery ! 

Mar.  Well,  then — since  you  are  so  determined — take 
my  life — 

'Sir  G.  Oh — hang  your  life — we  don’t  want  your  life — 
we  want  your  money — 

Mar.  Which  you  have  got — 

Sir  G.  Then  get  about  your  business — you  may  go — • 

Mar.  I  avail  myself  of  your  kind  permission — I  wish 
you  a  very  wood  evening. 

Sir  G.  We  wish  you  the  very  same — don’t  we,  Jacob? 

Jacob.  Very!  ['Jhey  get  behind  the  rock. 

Enter  Count  Aymeric  Bremen,  with  soldiers,  l. 

Aym.  Ila  !  above  the  ledge  of  yonder  rock  I  see  a  party 
of  banditti  in  ambuscade: — make  ready,  present,  lire!  yet 
stay.  I’ll  address  them,  recover  !  robbers,  lay  down  your 
arms — and  I  offer  you  a  free  pardon — you  seem  as  if  you 
did  not  hear  me? 

Sir  G.  [Aside.]  I  should  think  not. 

Aym.  Ilave  yon  no  feeling  ? 

Sir  G.  [Aside.]  I  should  think  not. 

Aym.  I  conjure  you  by  your  wives  and  families  and  by 
the  universal  father  who  made  you — 

Sir  G.  [Aside.]  That’s  your  father — Jacob. 

Aym.  What!  dumb — deaf!  by  heaven!  you  look  upon 
us  as  if  you  were  effigies  of  rags  and  straw. 

Sir  G.  [As'de.]  Very  like  it — an’t  it,  Jacob? 

Jacob.  Very! 
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Aym.  Yield!  or  my  soldiery  shall  fire  upon  you — whut 
is  your  answer  ? 

Sir  G.  [Aside. Fire  away ! 

Aym.  Fire — charge!  [Music.'\  ha!  some  trick  has  been 
practised  upon  us — cast  down  these  scarecrows — let  our  men 
form  close  files  in  case  we  are  surrounded — and  follow  me  — 
march !  [Exuent  Almeric  and  Soldiers,  l.  s. 

Sir  G  Here’s  another  romantic  situation — an’t  it,  Jacob  ? 

Jacob.  Very! 

Sir  G.  What  an  unsoldierlike  remark — to  call  my  men 
scarecrows  ! — here’s  an  insult  on  the  army  !  Oh,  where  is 
this  gentleman’s  head  ?  somebody  has  been  cutting  it  off, — 
oh,  nere  it  is. 

Enter  Anselmo  and  a  Pandour,  r. 

Pan.  Ah — here  are  two  of  the  banditti? 

Ans.  Yield — or  die  ! 

Sir  G.  Go  to  the  devil — I  am  very  much  inclined  for  a 
broad-sword  combat — an’t  you,  Jacob  ? 

Jacob.  Very!  [Combat. 

SCENE  IV. — Romantic  landscape. 

Enter  Schinderhannes,  l. 

Sch.  As  I  came  up  the  dell,  I  thought  I  heard  the  shot 
or  a  carbine,  hush  1  no !  all  is  silent,  the  Pandours  sleep 
upon  their  arms— let  me  see  if  my  brothers  do  the  same— 
I’ll  give  the  signal— the  owlet’s  cry— [Imitating  the  cry  of 
the  owl— His  answered  in  the  distance  by  the  banditti  1 
Good !  all  yet  is  well,  they  are  faithful  to  the  call  of  Schin- 
f  must  I  abandon  those  who  held  out  the  arm 

ot  safety  to  me  when  danger  dogged  my  steps  ?  not  so— 

that  our  monkish  hold  is  sure  to  be  discovered — is  certain _ 

1  .  .  7^7  comrades  from  peril  and  the  Pandours’ 

clutch  before  I  quit  their  side;  yet,  the  riddle  ofthe  hag,  pshaw  ! 

^  at  auguries,  let  danger  come — I  will  be  true  as  the 

sword  beside  me  to  St.  Bruno’s  brotherhood  until  the  moon 
shall  set,  [Notes  of  a  mandolin  heard  accompanied  by  a 
f^ale  voice.']  Ha!  is  this  fairy  land  ?  the  very  air  departed 
iviagflalene  sang  to  me  onthe  eve  of  our  bridal  day  !  be  still 
ye  winds  that  move  the  forest  branches— all  nature,  listen, 

hoice.  Danger  is  around  thee — 

The  dew  on  the  grass  is  wet, 

Away  from  the  wood— and  the  robber’s  life— 
Before  the  moon  shall  set ! 

Sch.  [Kneeling.]  Spirit  of  bliss— I  bend  to  thee, 

I  cherish  thy  commands, 

But  1  cannot  still  a  traitor  prove 
To  the  band  of  Schinderhannes. 
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Voice.  Then  thy  knell  is  tolled, 

Sch.  Ring  out  the  bell, 

Voice.  The  dew  on  the  grass  is  wet : 

Sch.  On  the  morrow  I  will  say  farewell. 

Voice.  Before  the  moon  shall  set. 

Voice  receding ; — Exit  Schinderhannes  following  as  if  en¬ 
deavouring  to  come  up  with  the  singer. 

SCENE  Y.— Interior  of  the  Mausoleum  of  Altenhurg ; 
the  Moon  seen  through  an  aperture  above. 

Enter  Anselmo  jumping  down  from  amid  theruins. 

Ans.  I  wonder  where  chance  has  thrown  me  now  !  [Look¬ 
ing  about.^  Oh,  the  inside  of  a  tomb ;  well,  if  I  mind  not 
what  I  am  at,  I  shall  be  a  tenant  for  life  of  this  retired  re¬ 
sidence.  Heu^h,  how  tired  I  am  !  eh,  this  looks  like  a  bed 
of  leaves — I’ll  take  leave  to  repose  the  length  of  my  body 
upon  it.  [H&  Ictys  down,  and  sleeps. 

Enter  The  Hag  of  the  Tomb,  coming  forward  from 
the  ruins,  with  a  coffin  and  spade. 

Hag.  Now  to  secure  what  further  gold  I  have  discovered 
within  these  ruins ;  oh — thou  yellow  dust  that  shinest  so 
fair  and  false  under  the  light  of  yon  sickly  moon  ! — thou 
agent  of  the  evil  one — that  providence  has  placed  so  deep 
in  the  bowels  of  the  earth  that  the  miner  should  not  reach 
thee, — back — back,  once  more  to  thy  dark  home — would 
that  woman’s  hand  had  strength  to  hurl  thee  to  earth’s 

C6IltrG  I 

Ans.  [Coming  forward.^  Isay,  my  mistress,  what  are 
you  going  to  do  with  all  that  money  ? 

Hag.  Hide  it  too  deep  for  fools  to  find  it. 

It  can’t  be  yours. 

It  shan’t  be  yours. 

Shan’t  I  that’s  a  bold  word. 

And  a  true  one. 

Why,  what  is  the  use  of  resistance,  am  not  I  a 

^  .  You — you — a  man  ?  a  varlet  with  the  beard  of 

Hercules  and  the  spirit  of  a  mouse  !  a  fellow  who  would  be 
seized  with  an  ague  fit  at  the  sight  of  his  own  blade  a 
murderer  of  sleeping  babes  and  women — a  wretch  without 
one  spark  of  principle  or  of  honor ! — whose  only  claim  to 
manhood  is  his  form  !— but  know,  that  he  who  does  aught 
to  disgrace  his  humanity — is  no  more  worthy  of  the  dignity 
of  man — than  thou  art,  'villain  ! 

Ans.  Y ield  th  at  coffer. 

Hag.  Never!  , 

Ans.  Then  perish  !  [He  advances  upon  her^they 
skirmish— -she  kneels— is  about  to  strike  her— 


Ans. 

Hag. 

Ans. 

Hag. 

Ans. 
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Enter  ScuiNDEiiiiAisNES  rushing  down fro^n  the  ruins. 

Ans.  Schinderhannes  ! — Mercv — 

Sch.  [Seijs^ing  him  by  the  throat.  ]  Who  slew  1  eter 
Schwartz  ? 

Ans.  I — mercy,  mercy  I 

Sch.  His  spirit  is  above  us — and  cries — No!  who  set 
thee  on  ? 

Ans.  Aymeric  Bremen — mercy  remove  your  hand 

Sch.  ’Tis  not  my  hand— ’tis  the  hand  of  vengeance ! 
Dog,  traitor,  villain !  to  yonder  precipice  will  I  drag  thy 
loathsome  limbs,  and  thy  grave  shall  be  the  river’s  bed  ! 
— thou  murderer  of  women  ! — thou  walking  pestilence  ! 

\^Drags  off  Anselmo^  R. 

Hag.  They  struggle — he  drags  nim  to  the  brink  ot  the 
cliff — and  now — he  pauses — the  I'iiffian  sues — and  now  oh 
horror !  he  falls— and  meets — his  doom — horror !  horror  ! 

Enter  Count  Aymeric  Bremen,  and  Pandours,  with 
Philario,  prisoner,  l.  s.  e. 

Aym.  Seize  that  woman  !  \They  seize  her. 

Enter  Schinderhannes.  r. 

Sch.  Peter,  thou  art  avenged  !  —The  deed  is  done  ! 

Aym.  Next — Schinderhannes —  \They  seize  him. 

Sch.  Betrayed  ! — Philario,  who  did  this  ? 

Phi.  Anselmo — 

Aym.  Where  is  he  ? 

Sch.  Where  thou  deservest  to  be — at  the  bottom  of  the 
fihine. 

Aym.  We  shall  meet  again. 

Sch.  The  greater  my  misfortune  ! — not  my  fault. 

Aym.  On  with  them — to  the  city, — day-break  comes  ou 
— the  moon  is  setting — nay, — she  sets  now. 

Sch.  And  I  betrayed — lead  on — 

Hag.  And  said  1  not — it  would  be  so  before  the  moon 
should  set  ?  \_Exuent  l. 


SCENE  VI.— A  Wood. 

Enter  Sir  Guyman  Guffin,  out  of  breath,  l. 

Sir  G.  Well — if  this  is  not  a  romantic  adventure,  I  do 
not  know  what  is; — I’ve  killed  a  man — I  only  just  gived 
him  a  little  poke  in  the  body  with  my  sword,  jugt  so 
— and  the  point  was  so  sharp,  that  it  went  plump  through 
him — and  then  ho  tumbled  down — and  then  he  got  up  again 
— bow  obstinate  !  for  I  didn’t  mean  to  hurt  him — oh  dear  no, 
by  no  means — then  there’s  that  Mr.  Jacob  Joskins — I  feel 
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without  him  like  a  lobster  without  a  claw — ray  willy  wilkins 
— didn’t  he  pitch  it  strong  into  the  other  gentleman  ?— vexy 
strong — oh  yes,  very  !  1  wonder  where  that  Jacob  is?  he 
must  he  very  near — an’t  you  very  near,  Jacob  ? 

Jacob.  \^Without.\  Very! 

Enter  Jacob  Joskins,  l.  with  his  clothes  muddy. 

Sir  G.  Why,  Jacob,  I  see  what  has  detained  you,  you 
look  as  if  you  had  been  stuck  fast  in  a  bog ;  han’t  you, 
Jacob  ? 

Jacob.  Very ! 

Sir  G.  Nevermind,  Jacob;  blow  the  horn,  and  if  any 
of  our  troops  are  about  these  parts,  they  are  sure  to  come 
hither  or  answer  it:  now,  Jacob,  blow  it  strong  and  long, 
Jacob. 

Jacob,  \Blowing.'\  Very ! 

Sir  G.  What !  nobody  answer ;  no  matter,  blow  it 
again,  Jacob ;  I’m  sure  somebody  will  answer.  {Jacob 
bIows.'\  now  listen.  {The  bray  of  a  jackass  is  heard. — ■ 
Eh,  that  sounds  very  like  a  jackass,  don’t  it,  Jacob? 

Jacob.  V ery ! 

Sir  G.  Blow  again,  Jacob.  {Jacob  blows. 

Frederick  Stralenheim  awd  Pandours,  r.  who 
seize  them. 

Eh,  why  we  look  as  if  we  were  taken  prisoners,  don’t 
we,  Jacob  ? 

Fre.  Away  with  them  to  the  place  of  execution. 

Sir  G.  Oh,  consider  our  large  families. 

Fre.  Are  you  married  men  ? 

Sir  G.  Not  exactly  married  men;  but  Jacob  and  I 
have  large  families,  havn’twe,  Jacob? 

Jacob.  Very! 

Fre.  Away  with  them  to  the  gallows. 

Sir  G.  Oh  dear  !  this  is  a  very  romantic  situation — an’t 
it,  Jacob  ?  how  we  shall  figure  away  in  the  German  New¬ 
gate  Calendar !  I  shall  be  a  German  bold  Turpin  ;  and  you 
shall  be  a  German  Jack  Shepherd :  I  say.  Sir,  does  hanging 
hurt  you  much  ? 

Fre.  I  don’t  know,  I  never  tried  it. 

Sir  G.  I  don’t  think  I  shall  like  it  at  all;  do  you, 
Jacob  ? 

Jacob.  Not  very! 

Fre.  March ! 

Sir  G.  March !  oh  this  is  not  March,  this  js  April ; 
and  a  very  romantic  month  to  be  hanged  in,  an’t  it,  Jacob? 

Jacob.  Very  !  {Pandours  hurry  them  off,  u. 

D 
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SCENE  VII  —Grand Square  in  the  city  of  Aix-la-Chapelle 
— The  Margrave  discovered,  seated.  Scaffold  in  flat, 
wheel  of  execution  standing  beside  it ;  at  foot  of  the 
scaffold,  Schinderhannes,  banner  bearers,  Pandours, 
§c.  Count  Aymeric  in  conversation  with  the  Margrave. 

Mar.  True,  Count  Aymeric,  your  argument  bears 
fl  eight,  and  it  is  even  so ;  stand  forth,  Schinderhannes. 
Sch.  I  am  here. 

Axjm.  Thou  art  a  villain  ! 

Sch.  Being  one  yourself  you  best  can  judge. 

Aym.  Thou  art  a  wretch  ! 

Sch.  A  bad  man’s  censure  is  worth  a  purse  of  gold. 

Mar.  Schinderhannes ! 

Sch.  Myr  liege. 

Mar.  1  hy  doom  is  death. 

Sch.  I  am  prepared :  to  die  is  but  to  sleep. 

Mar.  Bring  forth  the  other  culprit. 

Enter  the  Hag  of  the  Tomb,  l. 

Hag.  She  comes — are  the  faggots  ready  ? 

Aym.  Aye,  and  the  brand  lighted. 

Hag.  Tie  me  to  the  stake  !  \_The  guards  seise  her.']  what 
is  my  doom  ? 

Ai/m.  To  be  burnt  as  a  sorceress  ! 

Hag.  Before  my  doom,  tell  me,  Schinderhannes,  what 
made  thee  take  to  the  evil  cause  thou  hast  so  long  pursued? 

Sch.  The  wiles  of  a  villain;  in  Schinderhannes  behold 
the  self  banished|count,  Adolph  Bremen. 

Mar.  Why,  thou  art  this  man’s  brother ! 

Sch.  Brothers — we  are  none;  he  who  calls  himself  my 
brother,  is  a  hind  named  Peter  Schwartz. 

Ax/m.  Audacious  criminal ! 

•S' ch.  Thou  art  the  criminal — not  I :  who,  at  the  altar, 
slew  my  father  but  thee  ? 

Aym.  It  is  false  ! 

Sch.  False!  ’tis,  alas!  too  true  I 
Mar.  The  proof? 

Sch.  Papers — once  in  the  possession  of  Peter  Schw’artz, 
now'  dead. 

Mar.  Where  are  they  ? 

Sch.  Alas  !  my  lord,  they  are  lost. 

A  xjxn.  My  liege,  will  you  listen  to  a  tissue  of  absurdities, 
60  groundless,  and  so  false  ? 

Hag.  So  true  ! 

Axjxri  M^ho  tells  me  this  ? 

Hag.  I — his  wife !  in  me  behold  Magdalene,  countes* 
of  Bremen. 
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Sck.  My  wife !  risen  from  the  grave  !  slaves,  stand 
back,  and  let  me  clasp  her  in  my  arms  :  stand  back,  I  say 
— Magdalene — Magdalene — could  this  embrace  but  last  fur 
ever ! 

Aym.  Tear — tear  them  asunder :  this  is  not  his  wife. 

Mar.  Hold,  I  myself  recognise  her  features. 

Aym.  She  is  a  sorceress — and  may  only  have  assumed 
that  form  to  cheat  us — and  escape  her  doom. 

Sch.  Thou  demon,  with  a  human  form  !  thou  wretch — 
but  no  more :  thou,  my  lord,  art  a  man  ;  I — I  am  innocent 
— and  do  arraign  the  son  of  Peter  Schwartz  of  the  murder 
of  my  father,  the  Baron  of  Bremen, 

Mar.  Accusation  is  not  proof— what  was  the  nature  of 
the  deposition? 

Sch.  It  was  the  testimony  of  the  murderer  of  Hugo 
Holberg.  of  the  man  who  assisted  yon  false  Aymeric  ! 

Mar.  Can  it  not  be  produced  ? 

Aym.  Proceed  with  the  sentence. 

Mar.  Not  in  such  haste.  Schinderhannes — 

Sch.  My  liege — 

Mar.  When  were  these  papers  lost? 

Sch.  Last  night — 

Aym.  The  hour  grows  late,  my  liege. 

Mar.  We  have  yet  time  ;  would  you  swear,  lord  Ayme¬ 
ric,  that  such  a  document  had  never  existence  ? 

Aym.  I  would. 

Mar.  Last  night,  you  say,  the  proof  was  lost  ? 

Sch.  It  was,  my  liege — 

Mar.  Last  night  I  found  a  paper:  I  will  not  say  it 
was  the  paper :  when  disguised,  1  took  it  from  the  body  of 
Peter  Schwartz. 

Aym.  You — my  liege  ! 

Mar.  I — myself ;  listen  : — “  In  my  dying  moments,  I 
confess,  count  Aymeric  and  myself  slew  the  late  count  at 
the  altar : — written  with  my  own  blood — and  signed  by  my 
dying  hand.  Hugo  Holberg.”  Count  Aymeric — you  look 
pale. 

Amy.  I  pale — my  lord  ?  I — I — I  am — honest. 

Sch.  Look,  look — my  lord : — Is  that  the  face  of  an  ho¬ 
nest  man  ? 

Mar.  You  stand  condemned! — let  the  doom  of  Schin¬ 
derhannes  be  your  doom ! 

Aym.  Hold  1  if  I  die — let  it  be  my  triumph  that  we  die 
together :  Schinderhannes  is  a  robber — as  such,  his  life  is 
forfeit. 

Hag.  Mercy — my  liege,  mercy! 

Mar.  The  law  of  the  land  condemns  him — and  justice 
is  deaf:  I  pass  the  sentence  with  an  aching  heart — yet  it 
must  be  so  : — Guards,  lead  Count  Aymeric  and  Schinder¬ 
hannes  to  instant  death — 
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[act  II. 


Enter  Frederick  Stralenheim,  l. 

Fre.  My  liege — more  of  the  banditti. 

Enter  Sir  Guyman  Guffin  §  Jacob  Joskins, l. 
Mar.  Now — fellows  ! 

Sir  G.  Oh,  it’s  all  right !  every  body  will  be  saved,— 
and  there  will  be  no  execution, 

Mar.  What  mean  you  ? 

Sir  G.  Oh,  you  shall  see  what  1  mean:  an’t  your  name 
Tobias  ? 

Mar.  I  have  answered  to  that  name. 

Sir  G.  Good— do  you  know  any  thing  of  this  farthing  ? 
Mar.  I  do 

Sir  G.  And  your  promising  us  for  sparing  your  life, 
whatever  we  might  ask  whenever  we  were  going  to  be 
hanged  ? 

Mar.  I  do — do  you  ask  your  lives  ? 

Sir  G.  Not  our  own— but  the  life  of  Schinderhannes  1 
Mar.  Give  me  the  coin,  1  redeem  the  pledge,  I  give 
the  life  of  Schinderhannes. 

Sch.  Thanks — 

Mar.  Silence  1 
Aym.  Confusion ! 

Sir  G.  What !  are  you  there  ?  that’s  the  fellow  who  cut 

up  my  banditti.  .  .i  j 

Aym.  Lead  me  to  a  dungeon,  thence  to  death,  and 

take  this  legacy  among  ye  all — my — 

Sir  G.  What? 

Aym.  Dying  curse, — lead  on.  \^Exit  r. 

Sir  G.  Come,  this  is  a  most  romantic  situation— an’ t 
it,  J acob  ? 

Jacob.  Very! 

Mar.  Lord  Adolph  Bremen,  what  say  you,  now  ? 

Sch.  That  gratitude  has  struck  me  dumb. 

Sir  G.  But  it  has  not  me ;  allow  me  to  say  that  I  myself 
am  happy ;— the  Margrave  is  happy  ;  J  acob  is  happy ;  and 
1  am  sure  Schinderhannes  will  become  the  same — it  every 
one  here  will  join  us  in  saying — 

Mar.  What  ? 

SirG,  Very. 


UISPQSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 


Pan  dour  s 


Jacob. 

R, 


Sir  G.  Mar. 


Pandours, 
Sch.  Hag. 
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THE  END. 
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287 
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296 

297 

298 

299 

300 

301 
3(12 
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226  Hew  to  grow  Rich 

227  Fortune*8  Frolic 

228  The  Haunted  Tower 

VOL.  XXXI. 

229  Killing  no  Murder 

230  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pringle 

231  The  Antiquary 

232  Agreeable  Surprise 
^33  The  Son-in-Law 
234  Open  House 
285  Falls  of  Clyde 

236  1,  2,  3,  4,  5,  by  Adver¬ 
tisement  [try 

237  Peeping  Tom  of  Coven- 

VOL.  XXXII. 

088  Castle  of  Andalusia 

239  One  o’clock 

240  Julian  , 

241  Comus 

242  Fontainbleau 
■  243  The  English  Fleet 

244  Widow,  or  Who  Wins? 

245  The  Camp 

246  Personation 

VOL.  XXXIII. 

Maid  or  Wife 
Castle  of  Sorrento 
Faustus 
All  at  Coventry 
Tom  and  Jerry 
Robert  the  Devil 
Lestocq 

Cataract  of  the  Ganges 
Tlie  Old  Regimentals 
VOL.  XXXIV. 
Presumptive  Evidence 
Wild  Oats 
Hit  or  Miss 
Ambition 

Jew  and  the  Doctor 
Knights  of  the  Cross 
Is  he  Jealous? 

Hundred  Pound  Note 
Rugantino 
The  Steward 
VOL.  XXXV. 

Zarah 
The  Miser 
The  Iron  Chest 

269  The  Romp 

270  Mountaineers 
The  Lottery  Ticket 
Nettlewig  Hall 
Quite  at  Home 
Make  your  Wills 
My  Husband’s  Ghost  328 

VOL.  XXXVI.  329 

A  Bold  Stroke  for  a  330 
Husband  331 

Sylvester  Daggerwood  1332 


277 

278 


Gil  Bias 


279  Aladdin 

280  Blue  Beard 

281  John  Bull 

282  The  Invincibles 

283  Malvina 

284  The  Review 

285  Rob  Roy 
VOL.  XXXVII. 

The  Mendicant 
Poor  Gentleman 
The  Quaker 
Jack  Brag 
My  Daughter,  Sir ! 

The  Young  Quaker 
Battle  of  Hexham 
Exchange  no  Robbery 

294  St.David’sDay  [smiths 

295  Love  Laughs  at  Lock 
VOL.  XXXVIII. 

Heir  at  Law 
Netley  Abbey 
Raymond  and  Agnes 
Foscari 
Management 
Venoni 

Three  and  the  Deuce 
Past  Ten  o’clock 

304  The  Jew 

305  The  Devil  to  Pay 

VOL.  XXXIX. 

306  Blue  Devils 

307  The  Dramatist 

308  Youth,  Love,  and  Folly 

309  The  Hunter  of  the  Alps 
Adelgitha 
Kenilworth 
Sprigs  of  Laurel 
For  England,  ho ! 

False  Alarms 
The  Wedding  Day 

VOL.  XL. 

The  Surrender  of  Calais 
Therese 

Foundli  ng  of  the  Forest 
Love’s  Labour’s  Lost 
How  to  Die  for  Love 
The  Delinquent 

322  The  Invisible  Girl 

323  The  Peasant  Boy 

324  Catch  Him  who  Can 

325  Love 
VOL.  XLI. 

326  The  Love- Chase 

327  The  Young  Hussar 
The  Secret 
The  First  Floor 
The  Broken  Sword 
The  Travellers 
Plot  and  Counterplot 

1 333  Lodolska 


310 

311 

312 

313 

314 

315 

316 

317 

318 

319 
f320 
321 


334  My  Spouse  and  I 

335  Chrononhotonthologoc 

VOL.  XLII. 

336  The  Hunchback 

337  Court  and  City 

338  Free  and  Easy 

339  Cobbler  of  Preston 

340  Five  Miles  Off 

341  The  Devil’s  Bridge 

342  Uncle  Rip 

343  Love’s  Sacrifice 

344  Attic  Story 

345  The  Mogul  Tale 

VOL.  XLIIL 

346  The  Postilion, 

347  The  Africans 

348  Of  Age  To-Morrow 

349  Bombastes  Furioso 

350  Love  Makes  a  Al^n 

351  Guy  Mannering 

352  Amoroso,  King  of  Little 
Britain 

353  Bertram 

354  The  Curfew 

855  Simpson  and  Co. 

VOL.  XLIV. 

356  His  First  Champagne 

357  Anthony  and  Cleopatra 

358  Affair  of  Honour 

359  The  Provost  of  Brugee, 
by  G.  W.  Lovell 

360  A  Roland  for  an  OlTver 

361  ThreeWeeksafter  Map- 

362  The  Queen’s  Bench  by 

riage  [Leman  Rede 

363  Damon  and  Pythias,  by 
Banim  and  Shiel 

364  A  Clear  Case,  by'  Gil¬ 
bert  a  Becket 

Continued  the  1st  oj  each  Month, 


Davidson's 
Dramatic  Operas^ 

6d.  each,  as  adapted  for  the 
English  Stage ;  Is.  each, 
with  the  Italian  on  facing 
pages.  - 

1  Robert  le  Dlable 

2  Haydde,  or  the  Secret 

3  Daughterof  the  Regiment 

4  Marriage  of  Figaro 

5  La  Sotinambula 

6  The  Maid  and  Magpie 

7  Acis  and  Galatea 

8  DerFreyschutz, as  played 
at  Drury  Lane 

CoHtinutdthe  Istojeath  Month, 


List  of  Cumberland’s  Minor  Theatre 


VOL.  I. 

I  The  Pilot 

i  Heart  of  Mid-Lothian 

8  The  Inchcape  Bell 
4  The  Mason  of  Buda 
(  The  Scapegrace 

Suil  Dhuv,  the  Coiner 
7  The  Earthquake 
B  “  My  Old  Woman” 

9  Maasaniello 

VOL.  II. 
tD  Don  Giovanni 

11  Paul  Jones 

1 2  Luke  the  Labourer 

13  Crazy  Jane 

14  The  Flying  Dutchman 

15  “Yes!!!” 

10  The  Forest  Oracle 
17  Ivanhoe 

O  The  Floating  Beacon 
VOL.  III. 
f9  Sylvanna 
JO  Tom  Bowling 

81  Innkeeper  of  Abbeville 

82  The  Lady  of  the  Lake 

23  Billy  Taylor 

24  The  Two  Gregorles 

25  The  Wandering  Boys 
86  Paris  and  London 

27  A  Day  after  the  Fair 

VOL.  IV. 

28  Humphrey  Clinker 
89  Mischief  Making 
80  Joan  of  Arc 

31  The  Ruffian  Boy 
62  The  Fortunes  of  Nigel 

83  The  Wreck 

M  Everybody’s  Husband 
^  Banks  of  the  Hudson 
86  Guy  Faux 

VOL.  V. 

B7  The  Devil’s  Ducat 

68  Maieppa 

69  Mutiny  at  the  Nore 

40  Pedlar’s  Acre 

41  -  No!!!” 

42  Peveril  of  the  Peak 

43  Thaiaba 

44  Waverly 

45  Winning  a  Husband 

VOL.  VI. 

46  Hofer,  the  Teil  of  the 

47  Paul  Clifford  ‘  [Tyrol 

48  Damon  and  Pythias 

49  The  Three  Hunchbacks 

60  Tower  of  Nesle 

61  Sworn  at  Highgate 

62  Mary  Glastonbury 

63  The  Red  Rover 

64  The  Golden  Farmer 


VOL.  VII. 

65  Grace  Huntley 

66  ‘‘The  Sea!” 

67  Clerk  of  Clerkenwell 

68  Hutofthe Red  Mountain 

69  John  Street,  Adelphi 

60  Lear  of  Private  Life 

61  John  Overy 

62  The  Spare  Bed 

63  Smuggler’s  Daughter 

VOL.  VIII. 

64  The  Cedar  Chest 

66  Wardock  Kennilson 

66  The  Shadow 

67  Ambrose  Gwinett 

68  Gilderoy 

G3  The  Fate  of  Calas 

70  The  Young  Reefer 

7 1  Revolt  of  theWorkhouse 

72  Man  and  the  Marquis 

VOL.  IX. 

73  Gipsey  Jack 

74  Lurline 

75  The  Fire  Raiser 

76  The  Golden  Calf 

77  Man-Fred 

78  Charcoal  Burner 

79  ‘‘MyPoll  and  my  Partner 

80  The  Sixes  [Joe” 

81  Good-Looking  Fellow 

82  Wizard  of  the  Moor 
VOL.  X. 

83  Roof  Scrambler 

84  Diamond  Arrow 

86  Robber  of  the  Rhine 

86  Eugene  Arum 

87  Eddystone  Elf 

88  My  Wife’s  Husband 

89  Married  Bachelor 

90  Shakspeare’s  Festival 

91  Van  Dieman’s  Land 

92  Le  Pauvre  Jacques 

VOL.  XI. 

93  Rochester 

94  The  Ocean  of  Life 
96  An  Uncle  too  Many 

96  The  Wild  Man 

97  Rover’s  Bride 

98  Beggar  of  Cripplegate 

99  Paul  the  Poacher 

100  Thomas  h  Becket 

101  Pestilence  of  Marseilles 

102  UnfortunateMissBailey 

VOL.  XII. 

103  Humpbacked  Lover 

104  Bound  ’Prentice  to  a 
Waterman 

105  March  of  Intellect 

106  Joconde 

107  The  Kceuba  [dnsa 

108  Shipwreck  of  the  Me- 


109  Chain  of  Guilt 

110  Ion 

111  Mistletoe  Bough 

112  My  Friend  Thompso 

VOL.  XIII. 

1 13  Battle  of  Sedgemoor 

114  The  Larboard  Fin 

115  Frederick  the  Great 

116  The  Turned  Head 

117  Wapping  Old  Stairs 

118  Man  with  the  carpet  bag 

119  Hercules 

120  Female  Massaron) 

121  Reform 

122  Fatal  Snow  Storm 

VOL.  XIV. 

123  Venus  in  Arms 

1 24  Earl  of  Poverty  ■' 

125  Siamese  Twins  „ 

126  Austerlitz 

127  Payable  at  Sight 

128  The  Bull- Fighter 

129  Rich  Man  of  Frankfbrt 

130  Richard  Plantageoet 

131  Don  Quixote 

132  Black-Eyed  Sukey 

133  The  Great  Devil 

VOL.  XV. 

134  Curse  of  Mamnxm 

135  Jack  Sheppard 

136  Paul  the  Pilot 

137  The  Boarding  House 

138  Rule  Britannia 

139  The  Twins  of  Warsaw 

140  The  Venetian 

141  The  Bashful  Man 

142  Ravens  of  Orleans 

VOL.  XVI. 

143  Ten  Thoaiand  a  Year 

144  Under  the  Foss 

145  Sally  in  our  Alley 

146  Haunted  Hulk 

147  Susan  Hop  ley 

148  Jack  in  the  Water 

149  Marianne,  the  Cliild  af 
Charity 

150  Our  Village 

151  The  Barber  Baron 

152  Sixteen-String  Jack 


***  Cumberland’s  Minor  The¬ 
atre,  complete  ial6  vols.  bouud 
in  clotby  4i. 


